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Thanksgiving, 1944
s this a time for thanksgiving?
Many will ask that question
this year. Some of them will be
war-widows, some war-orphans,
some the sweethearts and parents
of those who have made the supreme sacrifice for our country.
The blow that has fallen on them
will no doubt cast a shadow of
gloom on this year's Thanksgiving Day in many homes.
Although the war with Germany will not be at an end by
Thanksgiving Day (as we had
been optimistic enough to hope a
few months ago) as a nation and
as individuals we have much to
be thankful for-more than can
be enumerated in a brief editorial.
We have, under God, been
able to wage a successful war. Our
people are united behind the war
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effort. Capital and labor have
shown how they can cooperate for
the nation's good. Our farmers
have been blest with a bountiful
harvest; we and our fighting forces
have enough to eat and to spare.
We are able to feed many starving millions besides. Our armed
forces have been spared many diseases and plagues that used to be
considered inescapable concomitants of warfare. Our army and
navy-indeed all branches of the
service - have shown themselves
marvels of efficiency; but for this,
our casualty lists might have been
much greater. As a nation we have
won and kept the friendship of
most of the other nations of the
world.
For these and other blessings of divine providence, we as
a people may well unite in the
great thanksgiving hymn, written
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in the midst of the suffering of
the Thirty Years' War:
"Now thank we all our God,
With heart and hand and voices,
Who wondrous things hath done,
In whom His world rejoices; ...
The one Eternal God
Whom earth and heaven adore;
For thus it was, is now,
And shall be evermore."

A Hard Peace for Germany?
months have turned the
tide toward a hard peace for
Germany. The robot-bombings of
London and the mounting casualty lists have brushed aside all
thoughts of an easy peace for Germany, such as Italy will get. The
extreme Morgenthau plan to turn
Germany into a nation of subsistence farmers will not be adopted. That there will be a readjustment of the German boundaries
is likely. Poland and Russia will
probably get parts of the eastern
side, and Denmark, Holland, and
France will receive small sections
adjacent to their countries. For
the rest of Germany with its 75·ooo,ooo inhabitants there will be
only limited industrial opportunities, limited in the sense of excluding those industries that might
allow the Germans to build up
armaments for another war. If
these plans carry, the economic life
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of Germany will be restricted, but
it will not be hopeless There will
be less heavy industry, but more
farming and light manufacturing.
Instead of, as under Hitler's program, devoting one-third of its industrial output to implements and
materials of warfare, German labor and materials will be used for
peacetime goods instead. All of
which adds up to this, as we see
it, that for the German nation as
such it will be a hard peace. All
hope for a great and powerful empire will be pushed into the remote future. Any ambitions toward world domination by force
will be severely curtailed, if not
abolished. For the German people, however, the prospect ought
to be a favorable one. For the last
half century too large a part of
the nation's wealth and effort has
been devoted to plans of war and
conquest. From this the people
have reaped little else than "blood
and sweat and tears." The "hard
peace" for Germany as a Reich
may easily in the long run become a "favorable peace" for the
German people as such.

UNRRA
lfN November, 1943, representaJl tives of 44 nations met at the
White House and established the
United Nations Relief and Rehabilitation Administration
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(UNRRA). Ex-Governor of New
York, Herbert H. Lehman, was
elected Director-General. The
UNRRA is to serve liberated nations by providing relief and rehabilitation supplies and services.
The destruction wrought by
this war makes the relief problem
unprecedentedly great. It is estimated that 20o,ooo,ooo subjugated people are now and will be
suffering from scarcity of food resulting in many areas in malnutritional diseases and starvation.
Shortage of health supplies and
of housing and shelter facilities
forbode large-scale epidemics and
plagues reminiscent of the effects
of the Thirty Years War in the
17th century. The acute scarcity
of agricultural equipment and
livestock and the ruthless destruction of means of transportation
intensify the gloom which even
now enshrouds large areas in the
post-war world.
The recognition of the relief
problem by the United Nations
and their cooperative effort to
meet it even before the termination of the war is a ray of light
penetrating the pall which hangs
over our civilization. It is especially gratifying to note the prominent role which our country
plays in this movement. Not only
was the organization of the
UNRRA effected in America and
an American elected DirectorGeneral, but of the 2 billion dol-
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lars contributed by the member
nations, the United States has authorized its contribution in the
amount of $1,35o,ooo,ooo.
The UNRRA is a striking evidence of the influence which
Christianity has exerted in the
world. A glance at the ancient
world dominated by pagan philosophies is sufficient to see the
contrast. May the principles of
Christianity also find their application at the peace conference
table. Then and only then will a
victory in war be followed by a
victory in peace.

Whither the American Home?
observance of National Education Week has again
become history. The schools, the
churches, and the communities
have extolled the merits of education. Among our educational
agencies we usually see the school
in the foreground and are inclined to overlook the most powerful educational agency and the
most vital social and cultural institution, the home.
A close observation of the
American home reveals that this
institution has undergone great
changes. The American home of
yesterday was a unit of production where each member of the
family had his occupation in or
near the home. With our change
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from an agricultural to an indus- be intensified in the post-war era.
The rise of ancient Rome to
trial society the wage-earning
members of the family have found her enviable position among her
their various occupations away contemporary nations is in no
from the home, and these include smaH measure attributed to the
today many housewives and moth- stability of the early Roman famers of dependent children. Social- ily. On the other hand, the decay
ly the home is no longer that cen- of later Roman civilization was
ter to which the members of the accentuated when the family defamily would bring their friends clined and the home disintegratso that the associates of each were ed. Whither the American home?
acquaintances of all. Recreation
Christians especially cannot
in the home and joint participa- help being deeply concerned over
tion of the family group in educa- the future of the home in which
tional endeavors have practically not only our basic social and culdisappeared from the American tural institutions are rooted, but .
scene. Last but not least, the reli- on which also depends the future
gious atmosphere which also char- of the Church.
acterized the home of yesterday is
woefully absent today. The family altar has almost completely
fallen-that gathering of the entire family around the table or Dumbarton Oaks
HE surest way to sabotage
before the fireplace at least once
whatever good may have been
a day when one member would
read a chapter from the Bible and accomplished at the Dumbarton
Oaks Conference is to declare out
all would join in prayer.
There is good reason to be se- of hand and on the basis of our
riously concerned about the di- incomplete information that the
rection in which the American meeting was an out-and-out failhome is drifting. Educators, so- ure. This does not mean, however,
ciologists, jurists, and statesmen that we should lose sight of the
show anxious concern about this tremendous problems and the sedeteriorating trend. They see its rious and far-reaching differences
results in the increasing so-called of opinion which the postwar era
juvenile delinquency, the rising is even now throwing into the lap
divorce rate, and other patterns of the whole world. According to
of social disintegration which con- all indications, Russia and Britfront society with heretofore un- ain are still at loggerheads with
known problems and which will respect to spheres of influence and
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a balance of power in Europe.
Those divergencies of view and
purpose will provide more than
one bone of contention at the
peace table. Furthermore, one
wonders whether Stalin has something up his sleeve pertaining to
China. That question, too, will,
in all likelihood, cause much
brow-knitting and table-thumping
when the delegates of the victorious powers sit down to determine policies and boundaries.
The world at large knows little
indeed about what went on behind closed doors at Dumbarton
Oaks'; but the world at large can
make its influence and its deep
desire for a substantial peace felt
most clearly and most effectively
by dinning into the ears of the
rulers, the diplomats, and the politicians that it will not stand for a
jerrybuilt peace. There may be
more than one good reason for
withholding temporarily much of
what was said and done at Dumbarton Oaks; but mankind is
bound to insist sooner or later
that the covenants to which the
talks and the decisions at Dumbarton Oaks will eventually lead
be arrived at openly and honestly.
No forward-looking citizen of
any country wants to sabotage the
work of the conference by insinuating, or even taking for granted,
that everything they did or said
was insincere or stillborn; but
everyone should raise his voice
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clearly and emphatically to declare to the powerful leaders on
the great stage of the world that
much of our civilization will be
doomed to utter destruction unless those leaders place the crying
need of a substantial and globewide peace above petty national
interests and contemptible national selfishness. If the conferees at
Dumbarton Oaks, or at any other
meeting, cast aside that all-important truth, this war-weary world
of ours will hurl them into ignominy. The men who fight and die,
as well as all those who bring sacrifices on the home front, are i~
no mood to be bamboozled by
hagglers and hair-splitters. They
want honest words and honest
acts-words and acts which will
lead to genuine peace and wellbeing throughout the world.
Napoleon once said, "If they
want peace, nations should avoid
the pin-pricks that precede cannon
shots."

Election Aftermath
this issue of THE CRESSET
A s goes
to press, it is established
that Mr. Roosevelt has been returned to the White House for a
fourth term by the American electorate. Although succeeding issues
of THE CRESSET will afford opportunity for a more thorough
consideration of the results of this

6

The CRESSET

year's election, we have just the
time and space in this issue for a
passing glance at the implications
of November 7·
The most obvious fact is that
almost 50 per cent of the voting
public preferred to entrust the nation's future to Mr. Dewey rather
than to Mr. Roosevelt, despite all
of the vigorous arguments advanced in behalf of the president's
wider experience and his record
in the handling of international
affairs. Although under our archaic electoral system Mr. Roosevelt seems to have received a
"landslide" in the votes of the
electoral college, it is more important to realize that, in terms
of popular votes, the election was
the closest since 1916. Although
the war is far from over, more
than 2 2 million American voters
felt that it was "time for a
change."
If President Roosevelt is wise,
he will not construe the results
of the election as giving him a
"blank check" to proceed upon
whatever policies-either foreign
or domestic-may suit his personal
fancies, but he will be mindful
of the large and articulate minority which has, in effect, registered
a vote of "no confidence" in his
administration. He will not deal
with his opposition as recalcitrant
children who need to be spanked,
but he will give careful consideration to their views, bearing in

mind that they-no less than his
own supporters-are responsible,
intelligent, and deeply loyal
American citizens. Only by adopting such a fair and conciliatory
attitude can the president hope
to achieve that national unity
which is so essential for these
troubled times. Let name-calling,
the "smear," and the purge be
renounced as inimical to the best
interests of our country.
It is also evident that isolationism is dead, despite all of the
protestations of the Chicago Tribune to the contrary. This is apparent not only from the fact that
both presidential candidates
espoused the internationalist
cause, but also from the defeat
of 's uch noted isolationists as
Gerald Nye, Hamilton Fish, Richard Lyons, and Stephen Day. International cooperation is the
course which the United States
has now set for itself; it is only
to be hoped that, in our dealings
with our allied nations, we shall
sacrifice no whit of our constitutional rights or our independence
of action as a sovereign nation.
The election of 1944 has also
focused attention upon the emergence of Labor as a potent political force. It does not seem open
to question that without the support of organized Labor-particularly through the amazing program of Sidney Hillman's Political Action Committee-Mr. Roose-
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velt would have failed of re-election. The rise of Labor as a separate political class-holding the
balance of power, as in this year's
crucial election-is a totally new
development in American life.
The implications of this development-coupled with the newly
established precedent of unlimited
presidential tenure- are beyond
calculation in determining our
nation's future.

Perplexing Problems
coME of the perplexing prob0 lems which will confront the
United Nations when victory has
been won are set forth in the following incisive paragraph from
an editorial in the Manchester
Guardian:
The time will come to assess Hitler's mistakes-and our 9wn. But it
is less urgent to look back with complacence on our hard struggle than
to think of the new problems that
are being forced on us. The techniques that built up and equipped
great armies have to be turned to reconstruction. The diplomacy that has
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kept Allies together and conciliated
neutrals for purposes of the war has
to be turned to keeping them together in the peace. Our minds go back
to the autumn of 1918, and we may
wonder whether we are more ready
than we were then for the transition.
In some ways we are much farther
advanced. We have made a beginning in international economic cooperation, the phase of peace-making
that was almost forgotten in 1919;
but we may still be caught much too
unprepared. There is strong reason
to fear that the United Nations' immediate economic plans for Europe
are rudimentary, if they can indeed
be called plans at all. On the cardinal problem of the treatment of the
beaten enemy ideas are much less
sharp than they were in 1918. Then
the Allies were able to say with whom
they would negotiate. If, said Wilson, the United States had to deal
"with the military masters and the
monarchial autocrats of Germany . ..
it must demand not peace negotiations but surrender." The Allies were
ready to treat with a democratic Germany. Again, their task in Eastern
and Southeastern Europe was fatally
simplified by the absence of Russia
and by the clear-cut demands of the
new national forces they had recognized.
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PILGRIM
"All the trumpets sounded for him on the
-PILGRIM'S PROGRESS
other side."
B Y

0.

Hour of Adoration

P.

K R E T

Z MAN N

God ... He is describing the fishwere sitting, my friend ing journeys of his youth in the
and I, on the edge of an In- beloved highlands of his native
diana hill watching the late sum- Scotland ...
mer sun go down beyond the valTo many of the burns the journey
ley ... Before us was one of the na- was short, and with them I associated
tion's great arteries of traffic and especially the summer twilights when
the faint hum of motors broke the dew had begun to fall and the
now and then into the evening hill pastures were incense-breaking
stillness ... Beyond the road the like Araby, with mint and meadowshadows crept upward over the sweet and thyme and heather. I nopeat bog, through the trees ticed then something which I have
touched with the first gold of au- often since observed, that there was a
short spell just before the dark when
tumn, to the top of the hill on
no fish would take. I have caught
the other side of the valley ... My trout when the pools were red and
friend was talking of simple, great, gold with the pageant in the west,
and eternal things ... Of the ways and I have caught them when dusk
of God with the human soul ... had fallen and there was scarcely
Of things that belong to us and light enough to cast by. But there
things that belong to God . . . would come a time when there seemed
Tranquility was in his words and to be a sudden hush in the world,
the hills were touched with eter- when nature was "breathless with
nity . . . We fell silent . . . At adoration" and the trout had halted
to reflect on their sins. It was a time
that moment I remembered a curiwhich I associated with that magical
ous passage in Lord Tweedsword, rucf>"'P.ta. which Plato uses in
muir's "Pilgrim's Way" in which · the "Phaedo" when he describes Soche caught the spirit of the daily rates making ready for death. It was
hour when the world seems to lie the hour to which Wordsworth no
open and still before the heart of doubt referred as the "light of setting
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suns" which was the dwelling of
"something far more deeply interfused." It was the time when in earlier ages devout men in the Hebrides
would see far in the western sea the
shadowy outline of Saint Brandan's
isles. When that hour carne I would
lay down my rod until the flop of a
rising fish told me that the wheels of
the world were going round again.

I know what he means ... Everyone who has ever been, quiet and
undisturbed, in the woods or at
the edge of the sea, has felt this
momentary, incredible stillness ...
An hour of illumination as night
falls or day breaks which touches
memory and imagination as few
other moments in life ... It has
the quality of greatness which outruns knowledge, transcends the
ordinary experiences of living, enabling us, at least here and now,
to look out of the windows of the
world and time to the land where
the hour of adoration becomes an
eternity of worship ... It is good
for us to be near it and alone
with it ... Sometimes it comes
also in a great cathedral or a humble church as the temporal things
without fade before the eternal
things within ...
Are there not such moments
and hours, not only in our days,
but also in our lives? ... Hours of
adoration when, after great joy or
heavy pain, we turn to Him
Whose mingled strength and gentleness is the consolation of our
sorrow and the fulfillment of our
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joy ... The day may be changeable, different in the heat of summer and in the cold of winter, but
the hours of adoration in life are
unchangeable, the same in youth
and in old age, because He Who
gives them knows no change or
shadow of turning . . . And how
generously and easily He offers
them to our souls . . . A remembered word of His-"Come unto
Me," "The Lord is my Shepherd,"
"Fear not" -a whispered prayer,
and life overflows the banks of
time and pain, sweeps across the
interval between this world and
the next and becomes a glad and
holy waiting upon Him ... .
A glad and holy waiting ... As
the slow dusk crept into the house
on the hill I remembered that
only through such waiting can our
hours of adoration become hours
of wisdom, the distillation of the
last meaning of life ... The trouble with our age and ourselves is
not that we have not seen some
beauty and had some wisdom but
that we have often failed to trace
them to their common source . . .
Our time is not unrelieved darkness, it is rather an hour of broken
reflections . . . Like flashes of the
sun through moving clouds on a
fall day, so today in the world's
autumn, we see between and beyond the darkness of sin and blood
and hate these broken reflections
of a beauty and a wisdom that
could be ours more steadily if we
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only remembered their source ...
What pastor, teacher, social worker, doctor could not tell of beauty
and wisdom in hidden places? ...
The wounded veteran quietly adjusting himself to a new world, the
mother carrying on bravely despite
heartache, the widow who has laid
her life on a hillside of gravestones, the humanitarian honestly
working for the needy and the suffering-these are the broken mirrors of a heavenly beauty and wisdom in our world whose source in
God has too often been forgotten ...
That is why life and the world
seem so empty to the modern mind
... The most important piece in
the jigsaw puzzle is missing . . .
Broken pieces, no matter how
beautiful in themselves, make no
sense ... Only when they fall together under the dynamic pattern
of their heavenly source, their
origin clearly in the warm heart
of God, can life and history become a picture of meaning and
beauty. . . .
And that means waiting upon
God, more and more, as the years
pass, more and more humbly,
more and more quietly . . . It
means the establishment of His
relevance to all of life and thought
... The leaving of the world of
men for a time not because of the
world but because of God ...
Then our hours of adoration
become hours of wisdom ... The

hand of God lifts us from the valleys of our broken world to the
hills from whence cometh our help
... Only from there can we place
things in their proper order, see
the starvation of our littleness and
the fulness of God's greatness, and
come to the ultimate wisdom of
hearing His voice as He sweeps
through the pages of His Book:
"I have redeemed thee, thou art
Mine" . . . Then adoration becomes knowledge and worship becomes wisdom ...

The Power and the Glory
days ago I listened to a
man who was deeply concerned about the future of the
Church and of religion in the
modern world ... He believes that
the next twenty-five years may be
decisive and critical in the history of Christianity ... It is entirely possible, he thought, that
we may again face one of the great
"either-or" hours of the story of
mankind ... I must confess that I
share his concern ... There are
many dark signs on our immediate horizon which indicate that
we shall have to face unprecedented problems of thought and
life ... The black rising tide of
secularism ... The blind substitution of humanitarianism for religion . . . The confusion of the
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moral and spiritual . . . The practical results of the years of philosophical materialism ... All these
will present basic and unavoidable questions to the Church of
God on earth which we shall not
be able to ignore . . .
Essentially, however, our greatest problem lies somewhere else
. . . It is to be found inside the
Kingdom of God rather than beyond its borders ... Let me state
it bluntly: The problem of the
world is not that good people are
good and bad people are bad, but
that the good people are not good
enough . . . The goodness, both
spiritual and moral, which is so
often found within the body of
Christ is not dynamic, vital, impelling and compelling .. . It lacks
the terrific drive which marked
the goodness of other generations
... It has become passive, quiet
and partial . . .
As a consequence we must look
for the solution of the problems
of the coming years within the
Church . .. Somehow we must recover the dynamics of Christianity, the source of all true power
in the Church and in the world
... This, I am deeply persuaded,
can come only from a new sense
of the power and glory of our
faith ... Here is our ultimate
problem .. . We must realize again
that we are instruments in the
hands of God for His purposes
and to His glory .. . On that East-
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er evening when our Lord stood
in a world very much like our
own with its Caesars struggling
for power and its masses clamoring for bread, He looked back
beyond the storm that had swept
Him to the Cross, He remembered
the years of loneliness, the days of
apparent defeat, and the hours of
death-and He remembered, too,
that through all of them, through
life and death, He had come victorious and triumphant . . . At
this moment He transferred that
power to overcome the world to
His followers . .. As He came to
do the will of His Father, "even
so send I you ... "
the whole history of
D oEsthe not
Church teach that she has
been triumphant only in those
hours in which she has recovered
the divine power and glory of her
mission? ... A glory not of earth
or of time ... A glory which looks
beyond human reward ... A glory
which goes on and on against
all misunderstanding and indifference ... A glory which comes from
giving Christ and ourselves to the
world without counting the cost
Only the living, continuing vision of this power and glory will
enable us to avoid the greatest
peril before us in the next twentyfive years - the reduction of the
task and mission of the Church
to ?eadly routine, the daily do-
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ing of little things, of organiza- fore the Church at the present motions and meetings and genera~ ment ... It is something we shall
busyness ... This is a particularly have to guard against because it
imminent danger for those who is the silent decay of our power
are now standing on the hill tops and glory from within ... The
of life ... Until youth takes con- only possible guard against this
trol this generation wiTI determine danger is our constant realization
the course of the world ... We that we do not belong to ourselves
who belong to this group have or to the world but to Him, the
now served the Church for a num- daily renewal of our surrender to
ber of years ... We have l?assed God in Christ, the daily vision of
gradually from the storms and the glory and power of our work
the tempests of youth .. . Imma- even in these dark hours in the
ture desires and aspirations, fla- history of man ...
grant and manifest failures, bitter
storms and high winds are now
HIS and this alone will enable
for most of us only memories ...
us to live, as we must live in
In our personal lives we have our ·time, in two worlds ... The
l:ome into a calmer stretch of wa- world that now is and the world
ter, life is more settled, daily hab- without end . . . As followers of
its are fixed, and the road before the eternal King we are a living
us looks straight and smooth .. . link between heaven and earth, beThis is the time of danger .. . tween time and eternity, between
Almost unconsciously the center the world of faith and the world
of life may shift from God to our- of sight ... Ours is the great task
selves ... We may come to rely on , in the next twenty-five years to
our achievements, our knowledge, preserve the balance between the
our efficiency, our experience .. . two worlds in which we live ...
When this happens we fail .. . Only when we realize that we are
The flames die and the fires grow the property of eternity which has
cold ... Life becomes bitter and been lent to the world for a little
dark ... The glory fades, the gold while can we become fully aware
tarnishes and the power disap- of the power and glory of our mispears ... As the years pass the dis- sion ... This alone can give us the
tant day of high resolve is almost perspective which we need for our
forgotten ... The years seem to task today and tomorrow ... Full
bring more and more work and of energy for our daily work we
less power to do it ...
do it with the calm of one who
My friend and I agreed that may not stay to see it finished ...
this was the greatest danger be- Our zeal is unflagging because our

T
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time is shor,t and the last glory
draws near . . . Working for eternity we care less for what others
think or say and more for what
we ought to be ... We live in the
light of our last home, the lamps
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of the world's night and the messengers of the dawn ... We live in
the power and glory of Him Who
is great enough to fill the heavens
and small enough to live in our
hearts ...

Back Home
This is my Church-! wonder will they know me now1 have grown gaunt and since my leg is stiff
And I must use this cane-1 wonder?
But here is where I longed to be when high
In bombing raids I heard the sudden stillness
In the plane and knew that flack had wonThey pulled me back from very near the gates
Of deepest darkness and the jaws of deathAnd then I knelt and thanked God there beneath the flag,
And now, once more, His Angels brought me homeThis time from South Pacific raids and I can feel
How good it is to have a church-a place
Where in remembered h ymns and age-old prayers
I can forget the hate and fright they made
For me and for my buddies and for all the world.
H ere I can meet the Lord in His own House.
At His own table I can be a guest-Here I can
Kneel with those ·who love Him and revere His Name
And banish all the snarls and oaths which hide
The fears of men on battle fronts around the worldHere, best of all, I feel a healing hand upon my soul,
And through that gain assurance of my body's health
When His own time has come and He can use me
For His work and give me back to them
Whose love and prayers have saved my life.

1
Light on an unknown genius ...

H viezdoslav , ,
aHerald of the Stars''
JAROSLAV VAJDA

the poetry of H viezdoslav first came to my attention some five years ago, I became
avidly curious to know more
about his l'ife than I could gather
from his poems. So it was not
without a little anticipation that
I learned from my father that one
of his own parishioners had once
served in the great poet's house.
The next time I saw her I immediately deluged her with inquiries
concerning my new discovery.
What did she know about him?
What were his daily habits, his
idiosyncracies? Anything at all!
She pondered a moment, then
casually said: "Oh, Hviezdoslav
was a strange sort of man. All I
can remember is that his room
was constantly cluttered with
books, that his wife would permit
no one to disturb him while he
worked, and that · at dawn every
morning he would take his walking stick and go up into the
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mountains, scribbling in a notebook as he went."
If one of his own neighbors
knew so little of Hviezdoslav and
his work, is it any wonder that
the wide world beyond his remote
village in Slovakia took little note
of his prodigious contribution to
literature before he reached the
age of sixty? Why this oblivion
for a genius so universal as Hviezdoslav? There must be reasons.
Some considerable part of his
obscurity may be traced to Hviezdoslav himself. Apart from the
poet's natural desire to see his
works published and influencing
public opinion, few men of genius
have been so humble and retiring
as Hviezdoslav. But his character
and philosophy would tolerate no
other attitude. The injunctions of
Christ were for him the sacred
norm of life. Sham and pomp
were alien to his nature as the
very symbols of tyranny, ignor-
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ance, and hypocrisy, against
which he had sworn unceasing
warfare since early childhood.
Painfully like the prophets of
the Old Testament, Hviezdoslav
was destined to live his message.
It was almost as if Providence had
planted in his life the seed of the
world-tragedy, and had left him
to find the answer to the harassing riddle and to transmit his
discover.y to the world. Disillusionment and tragedy dogged his
steps. The very nation whose glories he had chosen to sing had
repudiated him by its indifferent
reception of his efforts. And when
the two people who had perhaps
most influenced his life-his mother and his sister-died, he was left
inconsolably forlorn in a cold
world. True, there was still his
devoted wife, but no children to
bask in his overflowing charity.
Even his brother's orphans, whom
he adopted, preceded him to the
grave. It is said by Hviezdoslav's
critics that the cumulative effect
of these tragedies is the reason for
the pervading "pessimism" and
"melancholy" of his verse.
No one will deny that the minor note predominates in Hviezdoslav's poetry-as it does peculiarly in most Slavic poets-but it
is the pessimism of the realist
tempered by an undying faith,
not in the nation, but in the
people (Carl Sandburg's people),
and an unwavering reliance on
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the promises of God that right
has His benediction and that injustice will not escape His judgment. His constant resort is the
throne of God-at times the bar
of justice, and then again the seat
of mercy. When Hviezdoslav describes or addresses the Deity, it is
with the rare intimacy and reverence of a David, and I myself
have never come upon such solemnity and grandeur in secular
poetry as dominates Hviezdoslav's
Psalms and Bloody Sonnets.
It was probably good for Hviezdoslav's poetry that he was disappointed in the nation in which
he had placed so much hope. The
disillusionment drove him to
propagandize eternal verities
rather than nationalism, with the
result that we find him taking
refuge· in the dignity of the people, the goodness, beauty, and innocence of nature, and the faithfulness of God.
Hviezdoslav (Paul Orszagh was
his true name) knew his destiny.
He recalls that as soon as he could
write, he was composing verses.
Not even when an envious editor
of an allegedly cultural periodical
deliberately suppressed one of his
best manuscripts could Hviezdoslav stop singing, though his pen
was choking with frustration and
despair. He was meant to singand the stars were his song.
What mattered the tongue in
which his song found expression?
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He might have become one of
Hungary's great poets had an interested reader of his Hungarian
poems not reminded and inspired
him to let his Muse sing in his
native Slovak tongue. Had he continued his year of ministerial
training, he might eventually
have become a Lutheran pastor.
But this profession, just as the
judgeship he held as a means of
livelihood, was not his true element. Because continuance in a
government position would have
demanded a repudiation of his
principles, he gave it up and retired to the town of Lower Kubin,
where he toiled at his judgeship
and scrimped so he could some
day retire and serve his Muse
solely.
Though pleasant, it is nevertheless difficult to speak of a consistently good man. It is almost
embarrassing. In Hviezdoslav we
have a rare combination of idealism and virtue. Possessing the imagery of Shelley and Keats, yet
detesting their profligacy; with
the profundity and richness of
Wordsworth and Shakespeare,
yet without their romanticism;
Hviezdoslav is more the prophet
than the swashbuckling, romantic
poet. The love-element is conspicuously lacking in his poems.
Only his mother, sister, and wife
contribute the female inspiration
-and there the motive is gratitude for helping him to fulfill his

destiny. He had vital messages to
proclaim. When the struggle
would finally come to a happy
end, there would be time enough
for love songs. He was speaking
of himself when he wrote:
Oh, from the Slovak poet you will
seek
In vain for purely lyric melody,
Without the note of strife or sorrow's
streak,
Whence beauty shines in rainbowed
brilliancy.
Art such as this is nurtured under
skies
Where clement weather favors it with
peace,
Not where the sun in daily darkness
dies:
Where freedom's golden tree soon
fructifies,
Where princely pride no longer stalks,
and slave-groans cease.
Hence vainly do you seek, you foreign judge,
Mellifluous harmonies froll). this bard's
lyre:
For though he dwell in flowers and
must trudge
Through beauty all-aglow with rainbow fire,
Still lovely art is born beneath a sky
Where day and night its life is calmly spent,
Where dusk in stormy darkness need
not fly:
There, where the fertile fields of freedom lie,
Where princely pride will never rage,
nor slaves lament ...
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Yet he is no chauvinist, nor
starry-eyed idealist. He recognizes
that in man's weakness and vanity lie the reasons for his suffering,
that he is himself to blame. He
preaches the Law as fearlessly as
he does the Gospel. But his sympathy far outweighs his wrath.
Alas, man much prefers the loss
Of paradise-0 God! Will You not
wipe him out?
He makes of earth a Golgotha,
And for his brother builds a cross ...

The problems of life are overwhelming, but Hviezdoslav has
found the satisfying answer, the
only trustworthy one. He knows
the way. He leads fearlessly. For
he has faith in God's providence,
he is resigned to that Will.
I believe in God, in His omnipotence
and justiceAnd I give the idols of injustice the
toe of my boot!

He wants more than anything
else to see his people liberated,
but he will make no compromise
with evil or satanic methods to
see his dream come to pass. He is
above all a Christian! And as a
militant servant of God he hurls
the challenge:
Vainly do you offer, 0 Satan, your
manifold bread,We know it is nothing but stone,ours is a different food:
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God will give the sun, He will give
the dew,
And the field will burst into bloom!
Vainly will you court us and seek to
lead us astray;
Not to you-but to God we bend the
knee
And only to His truth! - Get you
hence, Black Scum!
For the Herald of Truth, the Prophet
of God comes near ...
And He will put an end to the fast!

II
VERY experience of Hviezdoslav's appears to have evoked
verse. Though at times he does
become wordy, it is only because
he is carried away by the splendor of his visions. The minutest
aspect of nature packs ethical or
dramatic significance. And though
his subject envelops his imagination, he remains at all times the
master of the word and the form.
What richness and originality of
expression! His pictures are kaleidoscopic and dazzling, at times
somber, at times ponderous, then
again light, satiric, and lilting.
He is as easily the creator of folk
songs as he is of the epic, as at
home in the atmosphere of the
Orient as of his own magnificent
country-side.
It was Hviezdoslav's lifelong desire to see the masterpieces of the
world's great poets in his native
language. When everyone else
hesitated to tackle the task, he
plunged into a translation of the

E
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great works of five foreign peoples. From the Russian he translated Eugene Onegin and Boris
Godounov, from Hungarian the
great Tragedy of Man, numerous
works from the Polish poets, and
from the German, Goethe's titanic
Faust and lphigenia, and Schiller.
Oddly enough, one of Hviezdoslav's most influential masters was
Shakespeare. But not until the
age of fifty did he find time to
undertake the study of English so
he could translate the MasterBard into Slovak, or as he himself
put it, "to see if Hamlet could
wear the Slovak costume." In two
years he had so mastered the difficult tongue, that without any assistance but a dictionary, he fitted
the Slovak garb to the measurements of Hamlet admirably, and
then proceeded to render in translation Shakespeare's Midsummer
Night's Dream. Outlines for King
Lear and Romeo and Juliet were
in manuscript when death overtook him. Only a genius with
a vocabulary as rich as Shakespeare's could without presumption undertake so momentous a
task-and succeed!
The chief reason for H viezdoslav's obscurity today is the fact
that his own original works are
not available to a greater public.
Practically all of the known translations of his poems into English
have appeared from time to time
in THE CRESSET, but they are just

a meager sampling of the copious
treasure that still lies buried in a
tongue native only to some five
million people and readily intelligible to a few million more.
There are such works as the great
Biblical epics, Cain, Hagar, and
Rachel, his masterwork, The Forester's Wife, his tragedy, Herod
and Herodias, his Psalms, and
Clouds, and Bloody Sonnets-all
of which merit wider circulation
and acquaintance in the language
of his tutors, Shakespeare and Byron.
Hviezdoslav's life span (1849192 1) runs parallel to the struggle and liberation of his downtrodden people. He lived to see
his dream at least outwardly realized. The day of peace he had
so long envisioned had dawned at
last. His work was finally over.
But he was not left without
doubts, even as to this glorious
opportunity for the adventure of
human brotherhood. He wonders,
in 1914, as he writes his Bloody
Sonnets:
And when this hell has stopped its
maddened pace,
Shall heavenly peace and reconciliation
Really come? If hatred's subjugation
And safety's birth should bless this
human race
And truth be charged to ever wield
the maceShall then the rights of all be right,
starvation
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Then end and chains and hostile
preparation ... ?
Shall honor dwell in work and in
man's face?
Or shall the bath of blood be meet
ablution?
Shall selfishness be turned to sympathy,
Pride spend itself in acts of restitution,
And love then dawn never again to
flee ... ?
Or to the vanquished woe-and retribution
To await the victor in eternity ... ?

Hviezdoslav is a poet for today.
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He is, for that matter, the poet for
every era of struggle and longing
for a better day. And when is
there not such a time? Or where
are these things, struggle and
longing, not to be found? ·He is a
poet for the world. His tiny nation merely served as a microcosm for his scrutiny and diagnosis. He is, what is most important
of all, a poet of faith, hope, and
charity-all under God and by
the power of God. He is, as his
pseudonym signifies, a poet of the
night-even as are the stars.
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END OF CIVILIZED LIFE
Predictions were freely made
after the Armistice of 1918
•
that if the World War had lasted
a little ·longer, the devilish instruments of destruction which were
then being prepared would put
an end to civilization. Well, the
scientists employed the interval of
twenty-five years so profitably that
we have today engines of such annihilating power that these predictions may be expected to come
true. Indeed, they have come true.
Not only have some of the greatest
monuments of culture been razed
from the face of the earth, but
what with six-ton bombs and sixteen-inch artillery shells, the prospects are that not much of the old
world evidences of civilized life
will remain when the war is over.
One of the mechanical glories
of the age was the Italian luxury
liner Rex. While at anchor m

the harbor of Trieste, Italy, the
ship was hit with 120 rockets
from Royal Air Force Beaufighter
planes, leaving the great craft afire
with a 6o list.
Large areas of Western Russia,
all of Poland and many areas in
France and the Low Countries
have lost every vestige of civilized
life. They are as if there had never
been steam, electromagnetism, or
the modern optical lens.
Millions have not had warm
lodgings during the winter the
past five years.
Learning, culture, science have
been the watchword of modern
Germany for more than a hundred years. As of September 19
the latest decree has closed eight
universities in Germany and fortythree colleges. The terms of 1 12
others have been reduced in number and length. With the close of
the winter term, if they last that
0
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long, thirty-nine others will close,
while teachers and students will
go to reinforce the needy ranks of
the army and labor.
By an order effective September 1 all German theaters, shows,
cabarets and theatrical and music
schools have been closed. Since
that date, film and radio entertainment are available only to soldiers and war workers.
Actors, circus performers, and
others have been drafted into the
army.
Goebbels also ordered closing
of all art exhibitions, art competitions and art colleges and the suspension of publication of fine art
literature, fiction and most illustrated publications. The number
of daily newspapers will be further curtailed.
Two hundred traveling theatrical companies of the "Strength
through Joy" movement who have
been entertaining troops will be
dissolved.
Professional, household, and
commercial schools without direct
bearing on the war effort have
been closed. All vacations have
been cancelled for t~ose employed
in public administration and offices of industry.
Only two evidences of former
standards in scientific technique
remain in Germany, and these
serve the war exclusively: Modern
surgery in the military hospitals,
and continued progress in the ex-
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periments with weapons and explosives ten times more destructive than the robot-bombs which
have shattered large areas of England. The robot-bombs had the
power of destroying six square
blocks where they landed. The
new rockets are to utilize the power of the atom, and tests are being made with a substance of
which nine and one-half pounds
will blow a city of the size of London off the face of the earth.
Mechanisms and substances are
being devised which, when perfected, will permit the aiming of
projectiles at objectives 3,ooo miles
distant.
These are the things which are "
haunting the minds of statesmen
today and which are making imperative a permanent peace if civilized life is to be safe anywhere
on the globe.

RETHINKING EDUCATION
~ This is an excellent season to
•
check on the rethinking of
education which is going on in
high places. Speaking in the auditorium of the School of Law at
St. Louis University (Jesuit), Dr.
Robert M. Hutchins, president of
the University of Chicago, discussed the need of coming back
to a liberal education, rather than
training the public in applied
sciences, if there is to be an edu-
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cation for freedom. He says that
only a liberal education, such as
we had in the old-time American
colleges, is one appropriate to
man, offering him the habitual
vision of greatness, and dealing
primarily with values independent
of time and place. Dr. Hutchins
raised the questions: "Ask yourself, who is to be free? Who are
to be members of our free community? If there are people in this
country who are not to be admitted to that community then
we do not have to worry about
them, except to see that they are
kept in good working condition.
When you know what liberal education is," he continued, "you cannot shrink from the task of giving it to every individual destined
for freedom. The alternative is to
reach the indefensible conclusion
that there are some men not destined for freedom. This amounts
to saying that there are some men
who are not men."
The materialistic ideals have
proven a failure and since this is
so, Dr. Hutchins declared that
"the higher learning in America,
except in the single area of scientific research, has failed ."
Not very long ago Major General Norman T. Kirk of the United
States Army made the statement
that "progressive education" had
failed. After a careful study of the
backgrounds of service men who
are unable to "take it" in the

rigorous training program, he declared, "Men who as children were
allowed much freedom and selfexpression are no good as soldiers
and are the first to crack under
the strain."
Columnist Paul Mallon, who
has been conducting something of
a personal investigation into the
causes of juvenile delinquency, announces that teachers themselves,
in hundreds of letters he has received, testify that parents are only
half to blame for the current juvenile revolution. "The other half,"
writes Mallon, "can be traced right
to the door of Teachers' College,
Columbia University, New York,
and its responsibility for undisciplined education. There was
spawned and propagated the theory that the child should be given
full, uninhibited expression of his
impulses, and there the whole
story of education was geared to
this free expression." His belief is:
"We had better quickly give back
to the school principals and teachers a disciplinary authority which
will command respect. For children raised under proper parental
discipline, it is not necessary, and
never was. It is the child who does
not encounter discipline at home
who must be taught it at school.
But the pantywaist progressive
educators say (and unthinking
parents also), 'You will instill fear
in the poor little dears.' "
A Philadelphia psychiatrist who
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studied tg,ooo juvenile court cases
there, found just one general cause
-"lack of sense of responsibility
for behavior." He sees only one
cure- discipline . He says only
"dilettante psychiatrists" counsel
against the instilling of fear of
punishment.
Mr. Mallon concludes that the
progressive educational leaders
have no grounds in modern psychiatry, modern psychology, or ultramodern common sense to justify "the stupid mistake into which
they have drawn the schools and
parents of this nation, perilously."

PREDICTIONS OF
HENRY J. KAISER

A

In a speech that has received

(§DJ far too little attention, the
great West Coast shipbuilder emphasized certain features of postwar planning whic;:h he considered
absolutely essential if we are not
to have a frightful economic collapse after a brief burst of production when peace has been restored. The fact that he was addressing the National Association
of Manufacturers should not detract from the importance of his
warning for the common man.
First of all, Mr. Kaiser emphasized
that the freedom to produce encompasses all of the freedoms. It
is, he said, the only certain hope

I_ __
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of a postwar world whose agony
has already begun in the occupied
areas. "American industrial leadership has its challenge. It can
surrender to the social politicians
who have little to offer to save an
ultimate bankruptcy, or it can win
the greatest battle of its history
by giving America the opportunity
to work."
Concerning postwar planning,
his judgment was that the subject
has really been talked out. Projected schemes cover the whole
range from the grotesque and the
fantastic to the ultra-realistic. And
the worst of it is that unless certain fundamental principles are
accepted, all of this planning will
go to pot. "The first and primary
essential is employment-a nationwide, yes, a world-wide opportunity for all who want to work. If
freedom to produce is taken literally, it will not be difficult to
show that it comprises virtually
all of the freedoms so recently and
so eloquently expressed. There is
no magic source of wealth for the
reconstruction period. There is no
bounty sufficient to accomplish
the task.
"The epoch of bounty has
passed, the hand-out era has been
completely swallowed up by a
war debt which represents not
only the spending of the nation's
wealth, but the mortgaging of its
future. We, all of our allies and
the conquered enemies, must go
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back to work. Out of our efforts,
new wealth must be created, and
some of it must be saved." Finally
he appeals to the masters of industry to show our people that
there needs to be n~ postwar depression, that on the contrary
there can be America's greatest
economic and social opportunity.
Definitely, such a pledge is held
forth, Mr. Kaiser believes, in the
project of creating nine million
units of housing, the manufacture
of new automobiles, the construction of a well unified, daringly designed and audaciously constructed highway system, and when
these things have been done then,
as the need becomes clear, and
under the leadership of a statesmanship that is wise as well as
generous, the fruits of their labor
may go abroad to further the op1 portunities of those for whose
freedom they now fight.

THE FABLE OF THE PELICAN
~ When he addressed the 4,ooo
~ industrialists at New York,

Henry Kaiser told the following
"Fable of the Young Pelicans" to
lend point to his declaration that
the time of hand-outs is now past
and the creation of permanent
jobs' must begin, if the American
wage earner is to have that se-

curity which only permanent employment can give:
Would there were a modern Aesop
to write a fable about the young pelicans. Out on our Mid-Pacific Coast,
in beautiful Monterey Bay, there was
long ago established a sardine factory
on a pier which extended well out
over the water. Every day the refuse
was thrown overboard and every day
huge fiock.s of pelicans came to feed
upon it. Then there grew up a generation of pelicans which had known
nothing but plenty, freely distributed
in an almost unlimited daily ration.
Suddenly, men discovered that the
practice of wholesale sardine fishing
had interfered with nature's law of
supply and demand and to make a
long story short, the sardine cannery
was closed.
For some days the new generation
of pelicans swam about in consternation and dismay. Then they bethought them of the old pelicans
which had lived and prospered long
before the era of bountiful refuse.
And so they took counsel with their
elders, first to protest because the
supply of food had been shut off, and
then with a deepening sense of the
futility of protest, to ask for sage advice as to what to do.
The old pelicans heard the story
without alarm, and after due deliberation the eldest made a short speech
to the new generation of pelicans in
which he said: "There is only one answer to your need for food-you must
go out and fish for it:"

.,
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As we reach another milestone, we pause

The Cresset Today
By 0. P. KRETZMANN

HIS. month THE CRESSET cele-

The associates agreed to speak for
no one but themselves. There was
to be no bulwark of official authority and no prestige of position to give their opinions additional weight. On the other hand
they pledged themselves to an unremitting search for the rare fact
in the raw mass of rumors and
opinions which were the dark
gift of the rapid transmission of
world news. Beyond the gathering of facts there was the greater
and more difficult task of interpreting them in the light of permanent truth.
The tumbling years have been
faithful. Today we know that
these three assumptions were entirely valid. The world has gone
from bad to worse, and the end
is not yet. Millions of men have
already died in Europe and Asia.
Many more will die before we
shall see again that the death of
human beings seldom solves the
problems of the living. It is clear
today that the need for a voice
whose supreme and only master

T brates its seventh birthday. As

an experiment in religious journalism it is sufficiently old to merit thoughtful examination. When
THE CRESSET Associates met for
the first time almost eight years
ago, three major convictions dominated the preliminary editorial
conferences. The first was that the
world of the nineteenth and early
twentieth centuries was rapidly
collapsing. The first twilight signs
of a night of terror and pain were
upon us. Secondly, the editors
honestly believed that another
voice, however small and humble,
should be added to the immediate, contemporaneous, and running comment on the world as it
tottered toward the inevitable
end of its locust years. The era of
blatant paganism and successful
materialism had ended in 1933.
Third, the early editorial conferences were informed by the realization that the task which the
associates had set for themselves
would be enormously difficult.
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is divine truth has become more
crying since 1937. The third assumption of which the editors
were perhaps only dimly conscious only seven years ago-the
obvious difficulty of doing what
we had set out to do-has also
been validated by the passing of
time. Countless hours have been
devoted to conferences and correspondence concerning specific
problems. Behind closed doors
editorial discussions have lasted
far into the night. The welkin
above Chicago or St. Louis has
often rung with eloquent and
reasoned defenses of a given point
of view. Insufficient knowledge or
mistakes of judgment have been
examined without heat. Again
and again letters from pleased or
angry subscribers have provided
the impetus for a re-examination
of our editorial policy. I am certain that my associates will agree
that although our task has been
enormously difficult, it has also
been enormously interesting.
Problems
We have not been dismayed at
the difficulties involved in the
task of commenting with some degree of sanity and reasonableness
on the stormy canvas of 19371944. As time went on, however,
the experience of the associates
focused on definite problems in
a few specific areas. On this anniversary it seems fitting that we

should share a few of these problems with our readers. Perhaps
the most striking lesson we have
learned during the past few years
is that an amazing number of
men and women in the modern
world make little or no effort to
apply the implications of Christian ethics to the realm of everyday living. They (and often we)
simply do not think as Christians.
It has become customary for us
to think in every other category
-American, English, German,
capitalist, socialist, communistbut seldom Christian. To think
constantly and consistently as a
Christian is admittedly difficult.
The remorseless criticism of the
world implicit in the Christian
faith requires a courage of heart
and a love beyond compromise
which are too high and holy to
be easily attained. Despite this,
however, the need to think exclusively in Christian categories
is basic and desperate for our
time. We must follow through
with iron consistency and singleness of purpose. We must work
out the ethical implications of
historic Christianity and apply
them relentlessly to the problems
of our day.
I am certain that my associates
would be the last to claim complete consistency in the application of this fundamental principle. On the other hand I must
claim for them the most thorough
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effort in that direction which I
have witnessed in recent years.
They endeavor to evaluate the
currents of world events in terms
of the welfare of the Holy Christian Church. Their judgment
may be wrong now and then, but
the principle stands inviolate.
THE CRESSET is against anything
and anybody that is against the
Church. We are for anything and
anybody that will directly or indirectly, consciously or unconsciously, help the building of the
Church.
It was inevitable that we should
encounter some strange quirks of
thought during the past seven
years. One of the most curious is
the wide and deep misunderstanding of the permissive providence of God. For example, correspondents used to argue that
since Hitler is manifestly a scourge
of God, he should not be resisted.
All history is against this dangerous and unscriptural position.
Twenty-five hundred years ago the
Assyrians were also a s~ourge of
God, but the people of God were
told again and again to resist.
Wars and rumors of wars are judgments of God, but their working
out must be left to Him. There is
only one authority for our evaluation of events in history- the
Holy Bible. It tells us to resist
evil and to do good. God alone
can make good come out of evil.
That final reversal of the judg-
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ment of man must be left to Him.
Our task in the world is to bring
men to God and thus to reduce
the amount of evil in the world
and to increase the amount of
good. Although this is a process
which is never finished, it must
be carried on; or we perish. The
salt of the earth must be increased
in quantity and in quality. Our
lights must continue to burn
more brightly so that one dark
corner after another may be
lighted with something greater
than the torches of war.
One of our most perplexing
problems has been the relation
of ends to means in the solution
of social problems. All Christians
agree on certain ends as good for
society. There is, however, sharp
difference of opinion concerning
the means to attain these ends.
For example, we all agree that no
one should starve in a land of
plenty. How is this good end to
be attained? Through laws protecting labor? Through private
charity? Through public welfare?
Through a more socially conscious state? Since the means to
attain a given end are seldom
matters of divine authority (for
example, the exact form of our
social order) , our readers have
undoubtedly noted an occasional
divergence even among our associates. This is to be expected. In
the solution of many of our modern problems there may be more
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than one means to attain a given
end. This applies especially to
the problem of war.
Fundamental Approach

At the risk of becoming repetitious I should say again that
choices in history are never between black and white: A few
days ago two friends of mine
came to me with an argument.
Neither was entirely right. That
seldom happens, either among individuals or among nations. It
was necessary for me to choose
the side which was more nearly
right. Absolute right is confined
to matters of divine authority.
This general principle must be
applied also to our consideration
of world problems. No state, for
example, is Christian. The criterion of value by which a state
or government is to be judged is
its concern for the welfare of all
its citizens and its willingness to
stay away from the areas of life
which are the exclusive domains
of the Church. Caesar cannot help
God; but he must also stay out of
God's way. When a state crosses
the line, THE CRESSET protests,
whether it be in Germany, Italy,
or Russia. Furthermore, even a
weak and vacillating form of organized Christianity is to be preferred to the blatant paganism of
some of our modern states. We
have not been blind to the obvious weaknesses and failures of

the Orthodox Church in Russia
or the Confessional Church in
Germany, but we are compelled
by the logic of inspired faith and
sanctified reason to stand with
them against the fearful paganism of the states in which they
live. To turn away from them in
their hour of trial and pain because they have not been perfect
is neither sane nor Christian.
Tomorrow

THE CRESSET ~ill continue, as
God gives strength, to apply these
fundamental principles to the
tides of current history. Undoubtedly we shall continue to err in
judgment occasionally. In the future as in the past our readers
will agree or disagTee. It will be
necessary for us and for them to
continue the constant process of
reorientation within the permanent frame of reference offered
by the Cross. In one respect the
years have been very good to us.
They have demonstrated the terrifying urgency of a unifying, dynamic faith in the permanent
values of Christianity. In 1944
the atheist or agnostic has obviously returned to his ancient
role of being a fool. Skepticism
can claim no intellectual respect.
The blood of Europe cries to
heaven that the philosophy which
dominated the first three decades
of the twentieth century is returning to the dust with that
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blood. We have done with easy
optimism, the worship of man,
the unscientific pretensions of the
scientific method, education without hope, thought without faith,
and philosophy without God.
THE CRESSET enters its eighth year
to the tolling of bells at the funeral of a way of life. It has been
a happy experience for us to play
a minor role at the burial rites.
We now ·face Tomorrow with the

wistful hope that men may see
again beyond the strophe and
antistrophe of history the diapason of God moving faster now toward the last full chord of judgment. The mistakes of THE CRESSET rest in the patience of God.
Whatever service it may have
been able to give to anxious
hearts and troubled minds, it
rests in the mercy and providence
of God.

Poet's Peace
Wild honeysuckle tangles on a hill;
Cool ferns uncurl along a wooded lane;
Slow rain and sun enrich the ripening grain;
Late asters dream, and dare November's chill.
(Must half the world be strafed
In furious greed,
When gentle earth supplies
Man's every need?)
Watcher, calm, believing,
Sends out a pleading call:
"Done with gloom and grieving;
Beauty and bread for all!"
-FLORENCE

T.
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AND MUSIC MAKERS
A Quartet, an Operetta, and a Great Singer
By WALTER A. HANSEN

h Recently I heard a concert preby the Golden Gate
Quartet, a vocal ensemble made
up of four personable, clever, and
decidedly rhythm-minded Negroes. It was clear to me that
those men specialize in a type of
singing filled with an appeal
which is always unmistakable and
sometimes irresistible. In accordance with a custom widely prevalent in the world of entertainment, they strive to give emphasis
to lively rhythms by indulging in
much jiggling, joggling, leg-slapping, swinging, and swaying.
There are two ways of appraising the artistry-and I am using
the word "artistry" advisedly-of
the Golden Gate Quartet. On the
one hand, one could be hidebound in passing judgment and
declare that the well-known
group never scales impressive musical heights. In other words, one
could condemn the singing of the

fl .sented

four Negroes out of hand merely
because it does not do what it
never tries to do. A verdict of that
kind would, it seems to me, be unfair to the nth degree. Besides,
such a pronouncement would
smell strongly of immaturity.
Does one consign a Sigmund
Romberg to outer darkness merely because he is not a Beethoven?
Does one attempt to snuff out the
light shed by a Longfellow merely because it does not shine with
Shakespearean brightness?
On the other hand, one could
point out that the quartet succeeds admirably in doing exactly
what it sets out to do. Such an
appraisal of the artistry of the
four resourceful Negroes-and
again I am using the word "artistry" advisedly-would be based on
foolproof reasoning. After all, the
Golden Gate Quartet deals primarily in entertainment. What is
more, it does so with outstanding
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ability. I propose to judge its artistry on the basis of what that
artistry actually is, not on the basis of what it does not pretend to
be.
To me much of the concert was
fascinating. I could enlarge upon
every reason why I took delight in
the quartet's artistry; but I prefer
to single out one important characteristic for special mention. I
am referring to the many novel
effects with which the four men
embellish much of their singing.
Yes, some of those effects are tawdry and meretricious; some of
them are not at all stirring ·from a
purely musical point of view. I
could, for example, state categorically and, I believe, with ample
justification, that the spirituals of
the Negroes are divested of much
of their elemental power when
they are subjected to frills. Nevertheless, I am always fascinated
when I listen to vocal ensembles
which introduce novel effects into
their singing. Why? Because I believe firmly that the last word in
the art of writing for groups of
voices has not yet been spoken.
Arnold Schonberg, Darius Milhaud, William Walton, Maurice
Ravel, and some lesser lights have
at times trodden entirely new
paths in writing for combinations
of voices. Organizations like the
Golden Gate Quartet are constantly on the search for unmarked trails. That searching
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can, and will, lead to some important results. If one admits that
there are many unknown possibilities for vocal ensembles to discover, one must, I conclude, be
deeply interested in the type of
singing with which the Golden
Gate Quartet entertains its audiences. At any rate, that is my belief. I loathe most of the jazz
which assails our ears day in and
day out; but competent jazz bands
-even the whining band of a Guy
Lombardo-fascinate me because
they are continually striving to
produce novel instrumental effects. Is it not far wiser to recognize the fact that such searching
is going on all the time than to
cry out with piously oiled indignation that this or that discovery
is tawdry, meretricious, or utterly
worthless? After all, tawdriness,
meretriciousness, and worthlessness perish in the long run without much help from anyone.
A Romberg Operetta
1\ If I were in a disputatious
tJ mood, I could ask, "Is it Dorothy Donnelly's libretto, called
The Student Prince of Heidelberg) which attracts large audiences throughout our country, or
is it the tuneful music with which
Sigmund Romberg has garnished
the fanciful tale?" One could
point out that the plot of The
Student Prince has its moments.
If Aristotle were walking the
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earth today, he would tell you,
I am sure, that the story has a beginning, a middle, and an end;
but Aristotle, truthful soul that
he was, would discover without
much prodding or prompting on
our part that it does not always
move along on all fours. He could
see as clearly as we do that it
limps occasionally and that now
and then it hops clumsily like a
half-paralyzed toad and leaps
friskily like a moonstruck kangaroo.
Yes, the story of The Student
Prince has its moments. It is plentifully besprinkled with charm,
romance, joy, tragedy, humor,
and resignation; but what would
happen in this day and age if it
ever tried to stand solidly on its
own feet? If it did not walk arm
in arm with the easily remembered music of Romberg, it
would stumble at the beginning,
collapse in the middle, and blow
up at the end.
Is there, then, any reason at all
why one should argue even mildly about why The Student Prince
has enjoyed widespread popularity during the past twenty years?
No. The tunes of the operetta are
delectably Rombergian from top
to bottom. It is true that the librettist deserves a full measure of
credit for whetting the Rombergian imagination; but her story
would have been dumped into the
ashcan long ago if Romberg had

not embellished it with typically
Rombergian music.
If I were in a cantankerous
frame of mind, I could start another debate. I could ask, "Is The
Student Prince a finer work than
Blossom Time, or is Blossom Time
a finer work than The Student
Prince?" My own answer would
be as follows: "The Student
Prince is far superior in every
way to Blossom Time. Even
though the story of the grievously
disappointed prince and his wise
little sweetheart may be fantastic
and, shall we say, 'corny' in outline and in detail, it does not give
a false picture of a great man as
Blossom Time does. Besides, the
tunes of The Student Prince rest
squarely on their own underpinning. In Blossom Time, however,
the music leans heavily on distortions of some of Franz Schubert's
immortal melodies."
But why argue? One can enjoy
The Student Prince without
squabbling. Romberg's music is
full of charm. It has won genuine
distinction for itself, and, in all
probability, it will live for a long,
long time. Many a composer
would be happy to the burstingpoint if he could devise melodies
as sure of far-reaching appeal as
those written by Romberg. The
man who composed the tunes
which have made The Student
Prince a perennial favorite on the
stage realizes what he can do and

The Cathedral
-"here we not only believe, we know and feel that men
have been happy . .. though men have forgotten and
been silent so long, those towers still sing Te Deum, and
cry aloud in antiphon with the hills out of which they
were hewn:

Sanctus, Sanctus, Sanctus, Dominus Deus Sabaoth;
Pleni sunt coeli et terra majestatis gloriae Tuae."
-HUTTON

of learned discussions about Norman, or English
B Romanesque;
Early English; Decorated Gothic; PerpenECAUSE

dicular Gothic, or Renaissance, the true inspirational splendor
of the cathedrals has often been obscured, if not lost entirely.
If we could recognize no other merit than to set the soul singing in dark days of unbelief; if there were no other satisfaction than the remembrance of a time when men lived to build
for God; if, in some deep commercial canyon of New York,
Chicago, or San Francisco, these pictures would call to mind
an age which lived calmly and devotedly and, without machines and power, as we know it, raised up walls and towers,
and glazed great window spaces with an easy devotion and a
singing heart which makes o\Ir squeaking winches sound blatant and almost evil-if these things could be accomplished
then we could again hope for an era of real building. There is
a limping, halting, visionary attempt going on now. On the
rocks of Morningside Heights in New York; at St. Albans
Hill in Washington, D. C.; at the Church of the New Jerusalem in Bryn Athyn the vision has become a reality, but
Commerce is the great god now and the skyscrapers of the
money-changers (once whipped out of the Temple by the
Gentlest Hand) have lived to overshadow the squat temples
where the commercialists are content to visit occasionally with
the God Who fills heaven and earth.
The war will end, and, when it does, building can commence again in a thousand places where there is real need.
The striving then must not be for the little and the low, but
for the highest, greatest, and the best for God.
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what he cannot do. He is wise
enough to know his strength as
well as his limitations. He uses
his strength to give joy to many
thousands of listeners; his limitations evidently do not worry him
at all. Why should they?
Bidu Sayao

hIf all

singers had the vision to
regale their audiences with
bills of musical fare as fascinating
and as devoid of triteness as the
program which I heard Bidu
Sayao, the famous Brazilian soprano, present a short time ago,
many thousands of concert-goers
throughout our land would leap
for joy. Scores of singers, you
know, have the habit of dealing
generously, perpetually, and almost exclusively in sameness.
Many of them, sad to say, do not
see to any considerable distance
beyond their own noses. Experience has taught them that certain
masterpieces and near-masterpieces are bound to be sure-fire
successes. Consequently, they cling
to those works with the persistence with which flies stick to flypaper. They are entirely too limited in vision and, lest we forget,
in courage to ransack the rich
literature of song for masterpieces
and near-masterpieces equally important and equally effective.
Naturally, no sincere devotee of
music objects to hearing masterpieces and near-masterpieces
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again and again; but it seems to
me that most concert-goers want
much more than that. They are
delighted when singers give them
the opportunity to become widely acquainted with the vast literaure of vocal music. Yes, they take
keen pleasure in the sturdy old
war horses; yet their joy-and, incidentally, their profit-increases
by leaps and bounds whenever
they come face to face with artists
who, like Miss Sayao, take pains
to mingle the known in a judicious manner with the unknown
and the little known. Singers are
plentiful these days; but singers
as able, as sagacious, and as farsighted as Miss Sayao are, I suppose, just as rare today as they
were when it was first discovered
that the human larynx can be
a wonderful musical instrument.
Miss Sayao's varied program
abounded in color, in sharp contrasts, and in beguiling expressiveness. The famous artist's tones
were smooth, well-rounded, and
lusciously beautiful. Her control
of dynamics was superb. When
she sang pianissimo, the effect was
exquisite in its delicacy; when she
used the full power of her magnificent voice, the tones· were
equally bewitching. At times her
coloratura was ablaze with brilliance; at times it had the soft
radiance of a silvery fountain.
Miss Sayao is one of the few truly
great singers of the present time.
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RECENT RECORDINGS

WILLIAM WALTON. Belshazzar's Feast.
Dennis Noble, baritone; the Huddersfield Choral Society; and the
Liverpool Philharmonic Orchestra
and Brass Bands under the direction of the composer.-A magnificent recording of an unusually
brilliant, strikingly picturesque,
and intensely dramatic composition. Sir Osbert Sitwell compiled
the text of the work from passages
in the Psalms and in the Book of
Daniel. Victor Album 974· $5.78.
ANTONIN DvoRAK. In Nature's Realm,
op. gr. JoSEF SuK. "Folk Dance
Polka," from Fairy Tale Suite. The
Chicago Symphony Orchestra under Frederick Stock.-Admirable
readings of a delightful tuneful and
superbly scored work from the pen
of Dvorak and a sparkling dance
written by the renowned Bohemian master's pupil and son-in-law.

In Natu,-e's Realm was dedicated
to Cambridge University, which
had conferred an honorary degree
on Dvorak. Victor Album 975·
$2.63.
FRANZ LISZT. "Liebestraum No. 3·"
FREDERIC CHOPIN. "Impromptu in
A Flat Major, Op. 29." Alexander
Brailowsky, pianist.-Performances
based on a comprehensive mastery
of the instrument and on sterling
musicianship. Victor disc 11-8643.
$1.05.
JoHN ALDEN CARPENTER. "The Sleep
That Flits on Baby's Eyes" (Rabindranath Tagore) . RICHARD HAGEMAN. "Do Not Go, My Love." Rose
Bampton, soprano, with Wilfred
Pelletier at the piano.-Two beau·
tiful songs presented with fine ar·
tistry. Victor disc 10-1118. Seventy·
nine cents.

READ NOT TO CONTRADICT AND CONFUTE-NOR TO BELIEVE
AND TAKE FOR GRANTED-BUT TO WEIGH AND CONSIDER

All unsigned reviews are by members of the staff

All we are not stares back at what we
are....
He must learn now, he declares, to
be content outside a world of wishfulfillment. There follows a section
in which the minor characters indicate their views in language and versification that the poet varies masterfully. Ferdinand speaks in 6-foot lines
of the tenderness learned through
love; Gonzalo, in 4-foot lines of the
danger inherent in even wise interference, without which
All would have begun to dance
Jigs of self-deliverance.
King Alonso recalls
What griefs and convulsions startled
Rome, Ecbatana, Babylon.
The master and boatswain sing of
the hard realities of their life, and
finish:
Tears are round, the sea is deep:
Roll them overboard and sleep.
Two others speak in a ballade and a
sestina. Miranda's charming meditation on love is presented in a remarkably subtle verse-form, 11-syllable tercets. At the end of each character's
soliloquy come proud and terrifying
stanzas by the egoist, Antonio:

Major Poet
FOR THE TIME BEING. By W. H .
Auden. Random House, New York.
1944. 132 pages. $2 .oo.
HIS

volume, made up of a long

T poem based on Shakespeare's The

T empest, entitled The Sea and the
Mirror, and a dramatic Christmas
poem, For the Time Being, sets forth
observations regarding great ranges
of the human spirit. These human
contradictions raise agonizing questions. We understand much, yet
Our wonder, our terror remain.
Auden continues to demonstrate the
emotional and intellectual insight of
a major poet.
The Sea and the Mirror is a presentation of attitudes of mind appropriate to the various characters of
The Tempest at the close of that
play. It opens with Prospero's farewell to Ariel, written in discursive
5- or 6-foot unrimed lines. The old
philosopher and magician observes to
the artist sprite:
from your calm eyes,
With their lucid proof of apprehension
and disorder,
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One gaze points elsewhere, Prospero,
My compass is my own;
Nostalgic sailors do not know
The waters where Antonio
Sails on and on alone.
A long baroque prose section of Caliban follows, in which a multitude of
mankind's spiritual ills are revealed.
For the Time Being, a "Christmas
Oratorio," presents the religious problems of various persons and groups
-Mary, Joseph, the Wise Men, the
Shepherds, Simeon, Herod, and others-and indicates some of the significance of Christ's birth to these
people. Chief among their problems
are inertia and anxiety. The chorus
declares:
We have right to believe that we really
exist.
And even Mary sings to her Child:
Escape from my care: what can you discover
From my tender look but how to be
afraid?
The Star calls men to a spiritual
quest:
I am that star most dreaded by the wise
For they are drawn against their will
to me,
In labyrinths where they must entertain
Confusion, cripples, tigers, thunder, pain.
Tlie historical setting and the Imagery are modern. At the end the
curtain falls and the Narrator declares:
Once again
As in previous years we have seen the
actual Vision and failed
To do more than entertain it as an
agreeable
Possibility, once again we have sent Him
away ...
But, in the meantime, there is

the Time Being to redeem
From insignificance.
ALICE R. BENSEN

Broadway
RUNYON A LA CARTE. By Damon
Runyon. J. B. Lippincott. New
York. 1944. 192 pages. $2.00.
ARGE

doses of Runyon are hard to

L take. His style in short snatches

is both different and refreshing, but
when read continuously for an entire
evening, it becomes irritating and
certainly loses its freshness. Certain
repeated phrases and a tendency toward gross understatement actually
become monotonous. And yet, each
of the stories in this collection, if
read singly or interspersed with other
kinds of writing, will no doubt please
and entertain the reader. There is a
sameness about his characters, all of
whom are members of the demi-monde
or the underworld, which would make
them recognizable as Runyon were
they to turn up in some unaccountable manner in the Forsythe Saga.
His women are either brainless,
grasping, and greedy showdolls, or
they are models of simple girlishness.
His men are of varying degrees of unsavoriness, some stupid and wicked,
others brilliant and wicked. His picture of New York is limited to the
bookies and small-time big-shots of
Broadway. But drab as his picturization often is, one still feels that it is
highly romanticized. Blackmail, petty larceny, and even murder are
treated in a somewhat off-hand way
and accepted by his characters as minor inconveniences in the everyday
business of living.
One of the stories in this collec-
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tion, "Johnny One-Eye," stands out
as the best of the - lot. There is real
ingenuity in its plot and vividness in
its characters. The principal, a dying
gangster, succeeds in arousing admiration, if not respect, in the reader.
"Little Pinks," another of the better stories, tells in a hardboiled way
the unselfish love of a dwarf for a
beautiful cripple. Unfortunately its
ending somewhat weakens the plot.
Too bad Mr. Runyon didn't stop a
few paragraphs sooner.
There are twelve other stories of
lovers, doll lovers, and horse lovers
in the collection, but they become
blurred and confused with each other
once the book is closed . "Johnny OneEye" alone remains vivid, not only
because of its horror but b ecause of
its shoddy heroism.
A sound bit of advice to Runyon
admirers is to take him as he comes
in the popular maga~ines, once a
week or once a month. An entire evening of Runyon is too large a dose.
PATIERSON McLEAN FRIEDRICH

Love and Bombs
PASTORAL. By Nevil Shute. William Morrow and Co. New York.
1943. 246 pages. $2.50.
ASTORAL seems a rather odd title
for a novel whose setting is a large
P
bomber station in England and whose
principal characters are members of
the R.A.F. And yet, it is an apt title,
for the young people whom the novel
portrays are simple people living at
the wrong time and in the wrong
place. To both Flight Lt. Peter
Marshall and Communications Officer Gervase Robertson, the real busi-
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ness of life is fishing, tramping the
wood, and lying idly talking on the
banks of small lakes, even though
these pastoral interludes are sandwiched between the nightmares of
bombing missions. Their love story is
as unaffected and as beautiful as that
of any shepherd and his lass. It is
only when Gervase for patriotic reasons "shoots down" Peter that life
for both them and Peter's crew becomes unbearable. A bomber crew is
an intensely intimate group of people and the slightest indisposition of
one of its members is felt by the entire group. Up to the time of Gervase's rejection of Peter, Peter's crew
bad been the luckiest, the most skilled
and the most successful of all the
crews on the station. When Peter becomes moody and depressed, most of
the luck of his crew disappears. Mistakes are made, frictions develop, and
finally death faces all of them. Mr.
Shute reaches his height in descriptive and narrative writing in the final
climactic scene when Peter heroically
saves his crew by preventing his plane
from crashing.
Although the main episodes of the
story itself take place on land, deep
in the woods beside a stream where
the trout are biting or in dewy fields
where a hungry fox is running, the
scenes in the air in Peter's plane are
far the more exciting and better written.
Mr. Shute arouses in his reader not
only a great admiration for the boys
who fly, but an affection and trust in
the machine that carries them. His
picture of life in a bombing station
is convincing too, for he portrays not
only its moments of intense excite-
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ment, but also its hours of dreary
monotony.
The love story itself is something
of a gem in its portrayal of young
love. Peter's first offering to Gervase
is a large and smelly pike, which he
presents both shyly and hopefully.
Carried away by love, Gervase eats
the fish with apparent relish but is
forced, for physiological reasons, to
urge Peter to seek for other fish the
next time. When the two young people decide they cannot marry and
had better stop seeing each other,
both try despera tely to abide by this
decision. In the thirteen days following the agreement, Peter sees Gervase
sixty-one times (the count is his) .
The old story of the way of a man
'with a maid in a · setting as new as
yesterday's air raid over Berlin, told
in good and exciting prose-all that
is offered by Nevil Shute in Pastoral.
PAITERSON McLEAN FRIEDRICH

Bits of History
TEN YEARS IN JAPAN. By Joseph
C. Grew. Simon and Schuster, New
York. 1944. 554 pages. Illustrated.

$3.75·
is a contemporary record
the diaries and the
private and official papers of Joseph
C. Grew, who served as United States
Ambassador to Japan from 1932 to
1942. It is chockful of human and
historical interest. At times it deals
with things that are prosaic and
weather-beaten; at times it tells of
trends and events laden with the intensely dramatic elements that go
into the making of history.
Do not look for a comprehensive
HIS

T drawn from

account of the people and the customs of Nippon in Mr. Grew's book.
The author did not intend to compile a work of that kind. He speaks
at some length and in detail about
many of the prominent and influential personages who enacted their
roles on the Japanese stage-and, incidentally, on that far greater stage
which is called the world-during his
residence in Tokyo; but he has little
to say about the rank and file of the
Nipponese populace.
Mr. Grew served our country at
his important post during ten of the
most eventful years of recent times.
Shortly after his arrival in the Japanese capital Manchukuo, which had
been seized by shady means and on
the strength of ruthless bloodshed,
was recognized. Then Nippon staged
her dramatic withdrawal from the
League of Nations. The much-discussed political assassinations of February, 1936, took place during his
tenure of office. He saw at first hand
many of the currents that led to, and
resulted from, the slaying of Admiral
Saito. Grew was in Tokyo when the
Japanese sank the "Panay" and when
they bombed the great city of Shanghai with bestial brutality. He was at
his post when the men who ruled Japan with a rod of iron made up their
minds to hitch their nation's wagon
to the star of the Berlin-Rome Axis.
He saw totalitarianism grow and flourish in all its ugly and tragically efficient thoroughness. He was our ambassador when the greedy, treacherous, and power-hungry leaders of Japan dispatched their planes to rain
death and destruction upon Pearl
Harbor. After the United States had
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declared war on the double-dealing
Japanese, Grew was held in Tokyo
for six months. During that time he
was virtually a prisoner in the Embassy compound. Although the Japanese had been punctiliously polite to
him before the sneak attack upon
Pearl Harbor, their attitude toward
him and his staff was entirely different after the outbreak of the war.
Ten years in japan is a valuable
book from more than one point of
view; but, as said before, it does not
give the reader a complete picture of
the powerful Oriental nation which
threw down the gauntlet to the United
States in December, 1941- One must
judge the book on the basis of what
it is, not on the basis of what it does
not pretend to be. Those who want
to become acquainted with Japanese
education, industry, agriculture, and
religion will not find much information of tha t nature in Mr. Grew's
volume; but they will find a work
brimful of fascinating reports dealing with the things and the personages in which the able career diplomat who represented us in J apan was
primarily interested .

Digging to the Core
STATE OF THE NATION. By John
Dos Passos. Houghton Miffiin Company, Boston. 1944. 333 p ages. Illustrated by F . Strobel. $3.00.

lfF you want to Jearn how our nall tion works, plays, sweats, snorts,
grumbles, and accomplishes miracles
in these days of bloody war, read
John Dos Passos' State of the Nation.
The author is an inveterate traveler.
In fact, he has been a globe-trotter
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from early youth. He knows how to
ferret out news; but he is infinitely
more than a mere news-sniffer. Dos
Passos literally smells the very
thoughts of those whom he interviews. He probes far beneath the surface; he has the rare ability to dig
down to the very core. Furthermore,
Dos Passos knows how to write. He
puts words, phrases, and sentences
together with masterful skill. His style
has a flavor which is as distinctive as
it is delightful.
Last year Mr. Dos Passos set out on
a journey which, to his thinking, was
bound to be fraught with unusual importance. After reading the book resulting from his trip you will agree
that he was right. He traveled all
over the United States to Jearn just
what was happening in wartime. Was
there a rift between the men in the
armed services and the civilians? What
were the workers thinking? Should
there be total regimentation throughout the land? Was the war effort progressing without let or hindrance from
above and from below? Mr. Dos
Passos visited shipyards, bars, trailer
camps, waterfronts, the shacks of
sharecroppers, hotels, and factories.
He rode in buses, in automobiles, in
streetcars, and on trains. In addition,
he did a large amount of the plain,
garden-variety of walking.
Dos Passos concludes that great and
mighty miracles have been brought
to pass in the United States-miracles
springing from the toil, the blood,
the sweat, the tears, the loyalty, and
the laughter of our citizens. Listen to
these significant and trenchantly expressed statements:
People will tell you that individual
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liberty as our fathers and grandfathers
knew it was orUy possible in a country of constantl y expanding frontiers.
They'll wag their heads and tell you
that now that the Pacific coast is settled the great days are over. It is just
not true .... We are still jacks of all
trades, eager to learn new sl<ills and to
adapt ourselves to new social arrangements. In this national fluidity lie possibilities for good and evil. ... The question isn't whether we have the opportunity to continue building on the foun dations the men of the thirteen colonies
laid for u.s. The question is whether we
have the will and the brains to use the
opportunities which the new skills and
the new knowledge and the new frontiers
are opening up to perfect and develop
the institutions of selfgovernment.

State of the Nation is a masterpiece.

A Work of Art
STILL TIME TO DIE. By Jack Belden. Harper & Brothers, New York.
1944. 322 pages. $3.00.
is often risky to base one's verdict of a book on first impressions.
Reviewers, you know, are human beings. Sometimes the white heat of enthusiasm burns gaping holes in their
judgment; sometimes a lack of enthusiasm draws undeserved condemnation out of their pens. What shall
the harried reviewer do? Shall he be
bold enough to run the risks that always walk arm in arm with the practice of his craft, or shall he look
upon every book as a bowl of hot
soup and keep walking around it
like a wary cat? Sh~ll he be forthright even though his forthrightness
may lead to errors in judgment, or

I
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.shall he be mealy-mouthed in an effort to skirt hazards and pitfalls?
Still Time to Die, by Jack Belden,
presents a case in point. A middle-ofthe-road reviewer would, I am sure,
load his appraisal of this book with
reservations. He would say to himself
and to others, "So many war books
are coming from the presses these
days that I must watch my step when
I set out to unburden myself of an
evaluation of what Belden has written." At first I was sorely tempted to
walk down the middle of the road in
this review of Still Time to Die. It
is neither funny nor comfortable, I
reasoned, to wake up in the morning and discover that one is dangling
perilously from a limb which may be
chopped off the tree at any time. It
is better to be safe than sorry.
Nevertheless, I prefer to let the
white heat of enthusiasm call the play.
Consequently, I declare and affirm
with all the emphasis at my command
that Belden's book is superb in every
way. It is a masterpiece of reporting,
a masterpiece of fine writing, and a
masterpiece of deep-searching analysis. Belden does not consider himself
an able writer. He states frankly and
without ifs or buts of any kind that
he stands ashamed before what his
pen has achieved in Still Time to
Die. But Belden, like all extraordinarily competent authors, is by no .
means an extraordinarily competent
judge of what he himself has written.
Still Time to Die is a collection of
masterful reports from Chinese, British, and American battlefronts. In addition. the book containS'" a prologue
dealing in a brutally frank manner
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with the falsehood, the uncertainty,
the friction, the courage, the resolution, the exertion, the brotherhood,
the loneliness, and the destruction
of warfare. Belden does not mince
words. At the end of the volume
there is an epilogue entitled "There
Is Still Time to Die," a quotation
from the writings of von Clausewitz.
Belden hates war. Yesterday has
been filled to the bursting-point with
strife and bloodshed. Today is still
clutched firmly in the gory hands of
unspeakable waste and carnage. What
of tomorrow? Belden declares:
I do not believe in any immediate
better world after the war. I do not
think Churchill, Roosevelt, Stalin or
Chiang Kai-shek will get us a better
world. I think a better world is where
a free-thinking people controls its own
destiny, and I think it can only be
obtained by the people. I believe in
the peasants of China, j n the Partisans
of Yugoslavia, in the underground of
France. I believe in farmers and workers everywhere. I do not believe in the
falsehoods, the shams and the deceits of
the statesmen, the generals and the
"leaders." I do not believe that if we
only had a number of good people, the
world would roll smoothly on its axis.
I do not believe in good people ruling
us, but in the mass of the people ruling
themselves.
Read Still Time to Die. It is a
work of art.

Justice for All
FREEDOM ROAD. By Howard Fast.
Duell, Sloan and Pearce, New York.
1944. 263 pages. $2 .75.
HE

challenging and thought-pro-

T voking dedication which prefaces
Howard Fast's fine new historical
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novel reads as follows: "To the men
and women, black and white, yellow
and brown, who have laid down their
lives in the struggle against fascism."
Freedom Road is the story of an
experiment in true democracy-an
experiment made in our own Southland just after the close of the War
Between the States. It is a page from
the Reconstruction Period, that dark
and violent time which historians
have labeled the Tragic Era. We are
wont to think of that era as a period
in which a crushed and defeated
South was cruelly and shamelessly humiliated, exploited, and debauched
by Northern carpetbaggers, Southern
scalawags, and renegade Negroes. The
intervening years have invested the
Ku Klux Klan and other secret organizations of that day with an aura
of romance and glamor. Too often
popular fancy pictures those lawless
bands as brave and self-sacrificing defenders of Southern honor and Southern traditions. With his QlStomary
vigor and with careful attention to
historical data Mr. Fast probes beneath the scars which time has laid
over a deep and ugly wound.
The story of the ex-slave, Gideon
Jackson, who overcame seemingly insurmountable obstacles to take his
place in the Congress of the United
States, is a vivid and penetrating account covering a period of eight
years. During those years white men
and black men lived, worked, and
died together in a heroic attempt
to realize fully and in the true sense
of the word a government "for the
people, of the people, and by the
people," with freedom and justice for
all. Although Freedom Road is a
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novel and the characters have been
given fictional names, the author assures us that
all the essentials of this story are true.
There was not one Canvell in the south
at that period, but a thousand, both
larger and smaller. All that I have told
about as being done at Carwell was
duplicated in many other places.
As for Gideon Jackson, he is a combination of several Negro statesmen of
the time. All the things I have attributed to him were shared in good part
by one or several of these men.
The message written into Freedom
timely and pertinent. It
should serve as a warning to every
American who treasures the priceless
blessings of freedom. Freedom is a
hard-won boon, a precious boon, a
boon to be nurtured, cherished, and
watched over with ceaseless and impassioned vigilance.
The events of the past decade have
greatly intensified class and racial
consciousness. We have seen how minority groups all over the world have
been subjected to injustices and indignities-in many instances merely
because they were minority groups.
Unfortunately for us, the minority
problem is not restricted to the Old
World. The poison injected into the
lifestream of the New World ,when
a Dutch slave ship sailed into Jamestown Harbor in 1619 has not been
fully eradicated. It still runs through
the arteries of our national life with
a fevered and ominous beat. Periodically it flares up with shocking and
sickening violence. The act of setting
free an enslaved race by proclamation was not enough. Amending the
Constitution to grant suffrage to the

Road is

Negro fell short of the desired goal.
It has been a paradox in our history
that, although we honor Abraham
Lincoln as the Great Emancipator,
we have been slow to accept the people to whom he gave freedom as·
equals or as co-workers and shareholders in our American democracy.
What of the future? Is there a solution of this delicate problem? Mr.
Fast believes that there is only one
weapon which can slay the hydra
headed monster called Intolerance
That weapon is democracy.

Transplanted
OUT OF THESE ROOTS. By Boris
Todrin. The Caxton Printers, Ltd.,
Caldwell, Idaho. 1944. 373 pages.
$3.00.
HE

name Boris Todrin is well and

favorably known in contempoT
rary literary annals. Five published
volumes of poetry from his pen have
been generously acclaimed by Edwin
Arlington Robinson, Ridgeley Torrance, William Rose Benet, John
Masefield, Archibald McLeish, and
Van Wyck Brooks. The jacket of Mr.
Todrin's first novel bears an enthusiastic endorsement by Mr. Benet, who
declares:
In Out of These Roots Boris Todrin
has given us a striking portrait of a
young American of Russian-Jewish antecedents, together with his family background. Before this the author has been
known as one of the best of our younger
American poets. His first novel is of particular interest at this time when, more
than ever before, we realize that the
strength of America resided in its absorption of different racial strains and
the blending of nationalities into an in-
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dependent American type. This story is
rich in human nature, in humor, young
ardor and grief; and is, above all, thoroughly honest. In other words, it is well
worth reading, and I hope it will be
read by all good Americans.
This reviewer found much to admire in Out of These Roots. The
novel is rich in color, humor, and
drama. It depicts the traditions, the
cultural heritage, the struggles, and
the achievements of a group of Russian-Jewish immigrants with warmth
and, for the most part, with understanding. Nevertheless, the principal
story-the story of the boy Nicky-is
not one which will make for racial
tolerance. There is something distressingly coldblooded and repugnant in
Tamara's deliberate endorsement of,
and connivance in, her young son's
illicit love affair with a girl of another faith. No less distressing is the
sordid aftermath. This isn't tolerance; this is license-ugly, debasing,
and destructive. This isn't the way of
a mother, no matter what her race
or creed.

Girl to Remember
CLUNY BROWN. By Margery Sharp.
Little, Brown and Company. Boston. 1944. 270 pages. $2.50.
LUNY BROWN, whom Margery

Sharp has created in her new
C
novel, combines a blissful naivete
with a deep wisdom, a groping insecurity with complete poise. Although she is often an enigma to her
associates, she pursues a steady and
unswerving course in her own mind
and is never for a moment at a loss.
True, she doesn't know her place
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(she is the niece of a plumber by
birth and a second assistant housemaid by profession), and that often
leads her into difficulties. When she
reads that every lady should lie abed
for one whole day drinking orange
juice and relaxing, Cluny retires with
a dozen oranges and sucks them until she feels like a piece of fuzzy
brown weatherstripping stirring idly
in a draft. But this day of blissful
relaxation was the turning point in
Cluny's life and led to complications
which the reader will certainly want
to unravel for himself.
Physically Cluny is one of those
rare creatures who, although usually
homely and plain, at some unexpected moment becomes beautiful
to those who love her; and she is
loved by many. Her plumber uncle,
Mr. Porrit, to whom Cluny is naught
but an extraordinarily tall, ungraceful, and skinny girl of twenty, is to
his confusion and disbelief sometimes
stopped on the street by "toffs" and
questioned about Cluny. When he
discovers Cluny drinking cocktails in
the apartment of a lecherous and
aging gentleman, he shakes his poor
bewildered head and packs her off
into the service.
Because Cluny is tall and hence
able to serve a table without brushing against the shoulders of the diners, she is soon promoted to the position of waitress at Friars Carmel, the
estate where she is employed. It is
here that Cluny seeks romance and
finds more than she bargained for.
The chemist who pursues her is far
above her station, and when he asks
her hand all agree that Cluny has
done very well indeed. All, that is,
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save Cluny and one other. Cluny and
that one other solve their problem
in a manner that is as unexpected as
it is sensible, and when last seen,
Cluny has settled once and for all
the question of "who does she think
she is?"
Margery Sharp has a sharp and gay
mind, and her style is both merry and
keen. She tells a good story, but the
plot of Cluny Brown will be forgotten long before some of its scenes
and incidents fade away. But it is
Cluny h erself that will live the longest
in the mind of the readers, and if
there lives a reader who will not Jove,
admire, and occasionally tsk-tsk at
Cluny, he is a rare reader indeed.
PATTERSON McLEAN FRIEDRICH

Stark Realism
A WALK IN THE SUN. By Harry
Brown. Alfred A. Knopf. New York .
I944· I87 pages. $2.00.

IN
SuN is not a pastorAWALK
al. On the contrary, it is the stark
THE

realism of a few hours of war along
six miles of road on a beachhead in
Italy. Harry Brown seems to have had
two ideas in WTiting this short novel.
One is to show how unexpected leadership is revealed in the common soldier in time of urgency. The other
is to reveal what a soldier thinks,
says, and does while existing in the
constant threat of death.
Even before the platoon lands on
the beach, its lieutenant is killed by
a freak accident. Shortly after landing, the sergeant next in charge is
also killed. The responsibility of the
group's reaching its objective falls to
the Sergeant Porter, who is on the

brink of nervous collapse. When Porter actually falls on his face weeping
hysterically, Corporal Tyne discovers
himself giving orders. He is not sure
he is doing the right thing, but the
others rely upon his judgment. Together they plan how they may reach
their objective, a vague mark on the
map, a farmhouse near a bridge. Was
it fortified by Germans? Had the
bridge been blown? Was it meant to
be blown? Of what material was it
made? No one knew anything definitely. All had the terrible premonition that they were walking into an
impossible Something. Strafing planes
increased their casualties. A German
armored car threatened to finish the
whole venture; instead they finished
the armored car. They encountered
many obstacles before they completed
their mission, but they came through
singing. This is another case of the
impossible taking a little longer.
So much for the story, a brief, unpretentious excerpt of a great campaign showing inherent ability in the
ordinary Yankee soldier. But the
greater interest in the book lies in
the personalities of the men as exhibited by their conversation. They
are continually joking, wisecracking,
talking sense and nonsense for the
following reason, according to the author:
Talking was a form of bravado. If a
man said something, no matter what it
was, it seemed to him that he was saying: "Here I am, very calm, very collectea. Nothing's going to happen to me.
The rest of the company's going to be
wiped out, but nothing's going to hap• pen to me. See, I can talk. I can form
sentences. Do you think I could make
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conversation if · I knew I was going to
die?"
A typical example of their lingo
follows:
"I want four volunteers," Ward said.
"Four Congressional- Medal- of Honorwith-ten-oak-leaf-clusters volunteers."
"Any extra pay?" Rankin wanted to
know.
"Naw."
"Then I'll go anyway," Rankin said.
"Just to make them feel ashamed."
The dialogue is unexpurgated Army
talk, with none of the swearing or
oaths deleted. Perhaps some will object to the book on this point, but
we told you this was stark realism.
JESSIE E. SWANSON

Swedish Drama
SCANDINAVIAN PLAYS OF THE
TWENTIETH CENTURY: First
Series. Introduction by Alrik Gustafson. Princeton University Press
for the American Scandinavian
Foundation. Princeton, 1944. 176
pages. $2.00.
LTHOUGH

the four plays collected

A in this volume differ greatly in

length, number and type of characters, and mood, they agree in following symbolist techniques.
The earliest, Hjalmer Bergman's
Mr. Sleeman Is Coming, 1917, resembles outwardly the plays of Maeterlinck. The characters are stylized, and
they move about as in a ballet. There
is the joyous innocence of the girl
and the young forester, and the contrasting evil of the elderly schemers.
But does this simple pantomime adequately present the plot, which is not
as in Maeterlinck's plays a series of
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subtle emotional events, but a social
and economic problem? The sacrifice
of the young girl to the lecherous
old official seems arbitrary. Within
the play are elements that demand
a fuller treatment: the vicarious eroticism of the old aunt, and the staggering fact that the· aged bridegroom's
avowals of love echo, word for word,
those of the young forester.
The next play, Runar Schildt's
The Gallows Man, 1922, concerns a
simple mystic event, the redemption
of a man who had sold his soul for
power by the sacrificial love of a girl
whom he had tried to destroy. This
plot, however, is so trite as to be of
little worth unless accompanied by
some sort of subtle revelations, and
here there are none. The chief interest of the play lies in the battle of
pride between the two protagonists.
Ragnar Josephson's Perhaps a Poet,
1932, resembles the plays of Pirandello in its study of dual personality.
Against a background typical of "realism," a restaurant of the demi-monde,
is set the cloakroom attendant, Filip,
a hang.dog fellow with the heart of
a Don Quixote. As the play proceeds,
"reality" is hard put to it to maintain itself against his superb imaginings. The revelations resulting from
the strife are both profound and
comic. And as in the plays of Pirandello, the outcome is not definitive.
Sharing the honors of the volume
with Perhaps a Poet is the most recent of the plays, Par Lagerkvist's
The Man Without a Soul, 1936. The
symbolist technique of suggestion,
used throughout the five acts, keeps
the play keyed low enough for subtle changes of emotion to constitute
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events. The play opens with an impressionistic scene in which a selfsufficient young revolutionist, who
has just committed a political murder, listens with the other guests in
a barroom to news broadcasts of battles, assassinations, and chauvinistic
speeches. But the pathos of individual human relationships is gradually
brought home to him, and in the
end he becomes mystically identified
with the man whom he killed.
These plays were all written originally in Swedish, although Schildt is a
Finn.
ALicE R. BENSEN

The Prime Minister Speaks
ONWARDS TO VICTORY. By the
Right Hon. Winston S. Churchill,
compiled by Charles Eade. Little,
Brown and Co., Boston. 1944. 357
pages. $3.50.
s long as Winston Churchill con-

tinues to make speeches, collecA
tions of them will be published periodically. The latest collection of his
speeches, messages, press talks, and
answers to the House of Commons
covers the period from February 1,
1943, beginning with his visit to
North Africa, and closes December
29th of the same year during his convalescence from pneumonia. At appropriate intervals throughout the
book abbreviated notes on the progress of the war and also events of particular interest to the United Kingdom are listed in calendar form. The
speeches are of various lengths, from
a third of a page to thirty-four pages
long. Some of the addresses were
broadcast to the world, some were delivered to specific groups, but most

of them were made in the House of
Commons. The majority of the messages are of congratulatory character
issued to a J;Iumber of different generals.
Being documentary, the book could
better be used as a reference work
than as a history of the war. It should
not be read with the anticipation of
a thrilling or touching war story.
When, for example, Americans wonder, "Will Great Britain help us defeat the Japanese?" they may turn to
page 28 and read what the Prime
Minister stated before the House of
Commons on February 11, 1943:
I made it clear that in that event [defeat of Hitler] all the forces of the Brit·
ish Empire, land, sea, and air, will be
moved to the Far Eastern theatre with
the greatest possible speed, and that
Great Britain will continue the war by
the side of the United States with the
utmost vigour until unconditional surrender has been enforced upon Japan.
Nor does the Prime Minister leave
any doubt as to questions about the
domination of British colonies. Answering such a question he states:
Yes, Sir. His Majesty's Government
are convinced that the administration
of the British Colonies must continue
to be the sole responsibility of Great
Britairi.
The "Council of Europe and Coun·
cil of Asia" plan for post-war world
control is explained in the speech of
March 21, 1943, entitled, "A Four
Years' Plan."
Since every word written or spoken
in public by Churchill is included in
this volume, the official joint statement to which he signed his name
along with Roosevelt and Stalin after
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the Conference at Teheran is also
printed.
Although the little items entitled
"Answers in the House of Commons"
deal predominantly with domestic affairs, they are frequently more interesting than the longer speeches. Compiler Eade explains the circumstances
surrounding the inquiry in brackets.
Then comes the Prime Minister's reply or rebuke, as the case might be.
These answers exemplify his quick
wit and ability to have the last word.
When a Communist member, Mr.
Gallacher, interrupted Churchill several times in one of his addresses, he
was duly redressed each time, once
with the remark, "That is a cheap
criticism from people who must be
rather hard put to find criticisms,"
and again with this statement: "We
should not in a matter of this kind
take advice from British Communists,
because we know that they stood
aside and cared nothing for our fortunes in our time of mortal peril.
Any advice that we take will be from
friends and Allies who are all joined
together in the common cause of winning the victory."
JESSIE E. SWANSON

Good General
MACARTHUR AND THE WAR
AGAINST JAPAN. By Frazier
Hunt. Charles Scribner's Sons, New
York. 1944. 182 pages. $2.50.
s this review is being written the
is bringing the thrilling
news that General MacArthur has
returned to the Philippines, landing
on Leyte with a huge force and es-
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tablishing several beachheads. This
successful action is the climax of the
planning and fighting that have been
going on since MacArthur's humiliating retirement from the Philippines.
It is this story that Frazier Hunt
tells in his book. He not only relates
accurately and chronologically about
the campaigns in the Philippines (until the complete Japanese occupation), Australia, New Guinea, and
the whole Western Pacific, but he
does so in a gripping way showing
MacArthur's courage and devotion to
an ideal. Mr. Hunt's work bears a
semi-official stamp of authority because of the fact that he had the complete confidence of the General and
his staff, and also had access to the
official records. Thirteen maps, frequently referred to in the text, help
the lay reader to a better understanding of the campaigns.
There will no doubt be those who
will differ with the author for his
setting up MacArthur as a sort of
idol who never made any mistakes
and whose planning was always perfect. There will be others who will
feel that the extreme laudation of
MacArthur leaves our other military
and naval leaders in the Western Pacific in a position of relative unimportance. A more realistic presentation of all the facts, unpleasant as
well as pleasant, a confession of mistakes made and plans gone awry, and
a fuller appreciation of the work of
others who contributed to the success of our "war against Japan" thus
far would have improved the whole
and given us a truer evaluation of
MacArthur's part in it.
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RECENT PUBLICATIONS

BRIEF GLANCE AT

A SURVEY OF BOOKS
many excellent qualities. The author
handles a difficult theme with delicacy and restraint; her characters are
vivid and credible, and the writing
is smooth and polished. The major
fault of the book lies in the fact that
in the telling of her story Miss Hinkson has chosen the longest way
around.

GOLDEN ROSE
By Pamela Hinkson. Alfred A.
Knopf, New York. 1944. 371 pages.
$2-50.
AMELA HINKSON, daughter of the

distinguished Irish poet, Katharine
P
Tynan Hinkson, was born in London. The greater part of her childhood was spent in County Mayo, Ireland, where her father held the post
of resident magistrate. Here the Hinkson family home, Brookhill, was a favorite rendezvous for many interesting and important figures of the literary world. Later Miss Hinkson and
her mother spent a number of years
in France and Germany, and, in
1938, their wanderings took them to
India. Golden Rose, a first novel, is
a direct result of that visit. Miss Hinkson has made telling use of the sharp
contrasts to be found in a mode of
life in which the old and the new
are spun together into a complex and
variegated pattern.
Much of the novel was written in
London to the ominous accompaniment of exploding shells and chattering ack-ack guns. Golden Rose has

STORM TO THE SOUTH
By Thelma Strabel. Doubleday,
Doran & Co., Inc., New York. 1944.
342 pages. $2-75·
novel takes us back to the turyears of the early nineteenth century. James Monroe was
President of our young republic, and
in South America that great patriot
and statesman, Simon Bolivar, was
engaged in a desperate and costly attempt to free his people from the
despotic domination of Spain.
Torn and shaken by violence and
intrigue the followers of Bolivar
turned anxious and suspicious eyes
toward their neighbor to the north.
The publication of the Monroe Doctri.ne in 1823 allayed the fears of the
HIS

T bulent
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hard-pressed patriots and served as · and tragedy into an important period
an emphatic "hands off" warning to in our nation's history.
the foreign powers which coveted a
INVASION!
foothold in the New World.
Miss Strabel's first full-length novel
By Charles Christian Wertenbaker.
is packed with color and action. RoD. Appleton-Century Company,
mance, adventure, and treachery are
New York. 1944. 168 pages. Illuswoven into the melodramatic story of
trated. $2.50.
the lovely Shattuck sisters.
GRIPPING account of the invasion
of Hitler's Festung Europa by
ONE MAN'S MEAT
way of the Normandy beachhead in
By E. B. White. Harper &: Broth- June, 1944. Charles Christian Werers, New York and London. 1944. tenbaker, war correspondent for
350 pages. $2.75.
Time and Life, was assigned to General Omar N. Bradley's headquarters.
HIS is a new and enlarged edition
of a collection of essays which He sa:w at first hand how the masterhas won thousands of staunch friends fully devised strategy of the Allied
throughout our land. It is brimful of commanders unfolded itself and won
humor, learning, wisdom, beautiful monumental victories at the seashore,
writing, and delightful variety. The in the foxholes, and along the hedgetitle is One Man's Meat; but those rows of France.
who read and enjoy its engrossing
contents will, one suspects, be in- ONE MAN'S WAR
By Sgt. Charles E. (Commando)
clined to name it Many Men's Meat.
Kelly. Alfred A. Knopf, New York.
Able essayists are always rare. Mr.
1944. 182 pages. $2.oo.
White's ability cannot be questioned.

A
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A BASHFUL WOMAN
By Kenneth Horan. Doubleday,
Doran&: Co., Inc., New York. 1944.
299 pages. $2.75.
birth and growth of the mocar industry in the United
States provides a colorful background
for Kenneth Horan's exciting story
of Sally Evans Vinnedge. Mrs. Horan
has re-created the social, political,
and business life of the past halfcentury with careful attention to factual details and with a sensitive appreciation of the human values which
injected warmth and charm, comedy
HE
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another war book. Furthermore, One Man's War is a ghostwritten book. Pete Martin is the
ghost who put together the material
on the basis of the thrilling account
given to him by the only enlisted
man who has received both the
Congressional Medal of Honor and
the Silver Star. The book is packed
with G. I. atmosphere and slang. It is
fascinating but not at all outstanding. "Chuck" Kelly's achievements,
however, are outstanding. He found
what Winston Churchill called "the
soft underbelly of the Axis" to be "as
hard to cut into as the scraggy gizUST
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zard of a hillbilly rooster." "Chuck"
himself did a goodly amount of that
cutting-much more, in fact, than we
could reasonably expect from one
man.

CAPTAIN EDDIE
RICKENBACKER
By Lind Swarthout. Zondervan
Publishing House. Grand Rapids,
Michigan. 1944. 116 pages. $1.25.
subheading for the title of
this book is "God Still Answers
Prayer." As a proof of this statement
the story of Captain Rickenbacker is
told in detail. As this story has been
told and retold, over and over again,
·we wonder if this book is not appearing somewhat late. The author justifies the volume by telling us in a foreword why the book was written,
namely to give to anxious mothers
and relatives who are praying for
their absent ones in the service the
assurance that God does hear them.
We believe that the author would
have done well to show what true
prayer is, in the Christian, Biblical,
meaning. Then the assurance that
God does hear all true prayers would
have come with much greater force.
His account of Captain Rickenbacker's life is well done. The Captain

T
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has not forgotten his childhood training in a Lutheran Sunday school.

NONE BUT A MULE
By Barbara Woollcott. The Viking
Press. New York. 1944. 177 pages.
$2-50.
XCEPT

for the fact that Barbara

Woollcott is the niece of the late
E
Alexander, this reviewer can find no
reason for the publication of None
But a Mule. The book consists of a
series of random recollections of the
author's Baltimore childhood. Many
of the incidents which it relates are
slightly amusing, but then most of us
have a large store of equally amusing
recollections which we inflict too often, perhaps, upon our friends. Much
of the book seemed to this reviewer
to be in bad taste, not only because
it is too intimate and sometimes too
vulgar but also because it makes nincompoops out of its author's parents,
sisters, and friends.
Miss Woollcott shows promise,
however, and when she has learned
to make a more careful selection of
incident and to use a less forced manner of presentation, she may perhaps
create something worthy of publication.
PATTERSON McLEAN FRIEDRICH

Check List of Books Reviewed
March, I944-0ctober, zg44
Cl EVERAL times a year THE CRESSET presents a check Iist of books
0 reviewed in the columns of the journal over a period of several
months. This list may serve as a reminder to our readers as well as a
brief survey of the books THE CRESSET for one reason or another has
considered worthy of notice.
The following system of notation is used: *** Recommended without reservation. THE CRESSET believes these books have exceptional
and lasting merit. ** Recommended-with reservations. The reservations are indicated in the reviews and are usually concerned with
errors in morals or in facts. At times a book which is good enough in
itself receives only two stars because its value is ephemeral. *Not
recommended. Reviews of these are printed in our columns for negative and defensive reasons. Usually they are almost entirely without
merit.

*** Der

Fuehrer: Hitler's Rise to
Power. By Konrad Heiden.
Translated by Ralph Manheim.

*** Collected Lyrics. By Edna St.
Vincent Millay.
*** The Complete Jefferson . Edit-

ed by Saul K. Padover.
*** USSR: The Story of Soviet
Russia. By Walter Duranty.

***Literary England. By David E.

Scherman and Richard Wilcox.

*** Toward a Better World. By Jan *** The Golden Age of Russian
Christiaan Smuts.
Literature. By Ivar Spector.
*** The Life of Ole Bull. By Mor*** Yankee from Olympus: Justice
timer Smith.

Holmes and His Family. By
Catherine Drinker Bowen.
What Russia Wants. By Joachim Joesten.
*** They Shall Not Sleep. By Leland Stowe.

*** Tchaikovsky . By Herbert Weinstock.

***

*** Th e Curtain Rises. By Quentin
Reynolds.

*** The

Story of Painting from
Cave Pictures to Modern Art.

*** joseph the Provider. By Thomas Mann. Translated from the
German by H. T. Lowe-Porter.
*** A Basic History of the United
States. By Charles A. Beard and
Mary R. Beard.

By Thomas Craven.

*** The

Road to T eh eran: The
Story of Russia and America,
I781-1943. By Foster Rhea Dulles.
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*** Out of the Midwest: A Collec- ** What to Do with Germany. By
tion of Present-Day Writing.
Louis Nizer.
Edited by J. T. Frederick.
**
As We Go Marching. By John T.
*** German Radio Propaganda. By
Flynn.
Ernst Kris and Hans Speier.
**
Man's Unknown Ancesto-rs: The
*** The Rest of Your Life. By Leo
***

Cherne.
People, Church, and State in
Modern Russia. By Paul B. An. derson.

*** The
***
***
***

Constitution and World
Organization. By Edward S.
Corwin.
The Republic. By Charles A.
Beard.
The Time for Decision. By
Sumner Welles.
Meet Your Congress. By John
T. Flynn.

• • •

** The Signpost. By E. Arnot Robertson.
** Unfinished Business. By Stephen
Bonsai.
** The Seven Sleepers and Other
Poems. By Mark Van Doren.
** Blessed Are the Meek. By Zofia
Kossak. Translated by Rulka
Langer.

** The Apostle. By Sholem Asch.
Translated by Maurice Samuel.
** Behind the Steel Wall. By Arvid
Fred borg.
** The Spirit of Enterprise. By Edgar M. Queeny.
** Crazy Weather. By Charles L.
McNichols.
** Liberty Street. By I. V. Morris.
** The Postwar Strategy of Religion. By Joseph M. M. Gray.

**
**
**
**
**

Story of Prehistoric Man. By
Raymond W. Murray.
A Bell for Adano. By John Hersey.
What Became of Anna Bolton'!
By Louis Bromfield.
What Is Our Destiny'! By Norman Thomas.
High Tide at Noon. By Elizabeth Ogilvie.
Captain fens Munk's Septentrionalis. By Rev. B. M. Hofrenning.
Endure No Longer. By Martha
Albrand.
One Times One. By E. E. Cummings.
The Seas of the Gods. Edited by
Whit Burnett.

**
**
**
** The Royal Game. By Stefan
Zweig.
** The Literary Fallacy. By Bernard
DeVoto.
** The Outny,mbered. By Catherine Hutter.
** Bureaucmcy Runs Amuck. By
Lawrence Sullivan.
** Lost Island. By James Norman
Hall.
** On Living in a Revolution. By
Julian Huxley.
** The Dyess Story: The Eye-Witness Account of the Death March
from Bataan. By Lt. Col. William
Dyess.
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I Have Chosen. By Ellin
** The Arab Heritage. By Philip K. ** Land
Berlin.
Hitti, Giorgio Levi Della Vida,
and others.
** Lebanon. By Caroline Miller.
** Ancient Greece in Modern ** The History of Rome Hanks and

**
**
**
**
**
**
**
**
**
**
**
**
**
**
**

America. By John Robert Macarthur.
The Practice of Idealism. By Alfred M. Bingham.
Into the Jaws of Death. By Michael Stern. .
What Manner of Man1 By Noel
F. Busch.
Army of Shadows. By Joseph Kessel. Translated from the French
by Haakon Chevalier.
Traveler from Tokyo. By John
Morris.
Garcia Lorca. By Edwin Honig.
Fair Stood the Wind for France.
By H. E. Bates.
Watching the World. By Raymond Clapper. Edited by Mrs.
Raymond Clapper.
Quebec: Historic Seaport. By
Mazo de la Roche.
The Emperor's Physician. By J.
R. Perkins.
John Merle Coulter: Missionary
in Science. By Andrew Denny
Rodgers III.
Time Must Have a Stop. By Aldous Huxley.
The Reader over Your Shoulder.
By Robert Graves and Alan
Hodge.
Invasion Diary. By Richard Tregaskis.
Dr. George Washington Carver,
Scientist. By Shirley Graham and
George D. Lipscomb.

**
**
**
**

Kindred Matters. By Joseph
Stanley Pennell.
The Gravediggers of France:
Gamelin, Daladier, Reynaud, Petain, and Laval. By Pertinax.
Woodrow Wilson: As the Camera
Saw Him Then and as We Begin
to See Him Today. By Gerald
W. Johnson.
The Nazis Ga Underground. By
Curt Riess.
Papa Was a Preacher. By Alyene
Porter.

* Germany

• • •

After Hitler. By Paul

Hagen.

* Memoirs of a Superfluous Man. By
Albert Jay Nock.
* Mr. Mirakel. By E. Phillips Oppenheim.
* The Razor's Edge. By W. Somerset
Maugham.
* Action This Day. By Francis J.
Spellman.
* War Criminals and Punishment.
By George Creel.
* Cloudless May. By Storm Jameson.
* Tell the Folks Back Home. By U.
S. Senator James M. Mead.

* America in Literature. Edited by
Tremaine McDowell.

* The Proud People. By Kyle Crichton.
* Ho·tel Berlin '43· By Vicki Baum.
* The Vatican and the War. By Camille M. Cianfarra.

Motion Picture
THE CRESSET

evaluates one of the world's most powerful forces

release of Going My Way
T (Paramount,
Leo McCarey),
HE

Bing Crosby's latest screen vehicle, has had startling and surprising repercussions-repercussions which range all the way
from ecstatic p laudits to severe
condemnation. Violent charges of
favoritism toward the Roman
Catholic Church have been
hurled at Hollywood producers.
A Protestant subcommittee on
Christian Motion Picture Service
has wasted no time in futile namecalling. Under the leadership of
Rome A. Betts, general secretary
of the American Bible Society, it
has already begun a campaign to
raise $1,ooo,ooo to encourage the
production of "religious films reflecting Protestant ideals." This
action, it seems to me, answers
most effectively the question, "Is
Going My Way successful Roman
Catholic propaganda?" Of course
it is-although we cannot say positively that it was deliberately
and purposely designed by the
Roman Catholic Church to be

used as propaganda. Bing Crosby
and Barry Fitzgerald, the leading
characters in the picture, are, as it
happens, of the Roman Catholic
faith. It has been reported that
they thought up the idea for the
film entirely without outside suggestion or outside pressure.
After all, you and I need not be
in accord with everything contained or suggested in Going My
Way; but we must admit, I believe, that Going My Way is a
clean, simple, dignified, and richly human picture. The acting of
Barry Fitzgerald is magnificent,
and Bing Crosby achieves the
finest performance of his career.
For those who do not enjoy the
Crosby crooning there is a generous amount of superb singing by
Rise Stevens and by a fine boys'
choir. The settings are excellent,
and Mr. McCarey's direction is
deft and sure.
At this writing it seems likely
that Going My Way will set a new
box-office record. Speaking of the
box office reminds me that there
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is a simple way to avoid films
which are distressing because of a
religious theme. Movie-going is
entirely optional. No one need se.e
any picture unless he or she
wishes to do so.
Another recent release which
has aroused heated controversy is
Darryl Zanuck's impressive screen
biography entitled Wilson (2oth
Century-Fox, Henry King). In
spite of numerous historical inaccuracies, and in spite of the fact
that many important events in
Woodrow Wilson's political life
are slanted to bolster up the
screen story, this is a significant
film and a fine one. Now, as in
1919, thoughtful citizens are giving earnest consideration to the
part which the United States will
play in world-affairs in the years
to come. Now, as then, there is a
wide rift between the confirmed
isolationists, who would restrict
the influence of this nation to our
own hemisphere, and their opponents, who believe with equal
conviction that the United States
must assume all the responsibilities of a great world-power.
Twenty-five years ago Woodrow
Wilson's cherished dream of a
League of Nations empowered to
ensure the peace of the world was
crushingly defeated. It seems safe
to say that the purpose and the
possibilities of the League were
not clearly and thoroughly understood by the average citizen in
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1 919. All the more reason, then,
for free and open discussion now
to prepare ourselves to meet this
issue again in the not-too-distant
future.
Entirely apart from social and
political implications, Wilson
should evoke a warm response in
every American. It is forcefully
and staunchly American. Set as it
is against a broad background of
swirling political events, it serves
as a mirror in which are reflected
the comedy and the tragedy, the
strength and the weakness, the
peculiarities and the inconsistencies of our precious and unique
way of life. Alexander Knox creates the role of Woodrow Wilson
with superb artistry. His reading
of the famous Wilson speeches is
exemplary in every way. In addition, he portrays the great World
War President as a man of simple
dignity and genuine charm.
The American scene comes into its own in another late screen
offering. An American Romance
(M-G-M, King Vidor) had its
premiere on Columbus Day. The
theme is simple and appealing; it
is one which is familiar to every
school-child. Many of this nation's
famous sons came to our shores as
penniless immigrants and found
here not only refuge but the opportunity to acquire wealth and
power. The technicolor effects in
An American Romance are the
finest I have seen on the screen.
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Musical extravaganzas are still
rolling off the Hollywood assembly line. And the Angels Sing
(Paramount, George Marshall) is
a weak and wacky attempt at
comedy. I can't say it's the worst
· I've seen; for there are many contenders for that unenviable post.
One of them is Kansas City Kitty
(Columbia, Del Lord) . Another
is Bathing Beauty (M-G-M) . Still
another is Atlantic City (Republic), a tidbit which should help
the O.D.T. because one look at
the picture and you'll not be
tempted to go to Atlantic City.
Show Business (RKO-Radio,
Edwin L. Marin) strikes a higher
and more pleasing note. The cast
is topnotch; the story is strictly
routine.
Take along your earplugs if
you go to see This Is the Life
(Universal) . It's loud and fast
and thoroughly nonsensical. Why
not cast those talented youngsters
in a more suitable framework?
Two Sailors and a Girl (MG-M) marks Jimmy Durante's
return to the screen. This is excellent entertainment with a good
cast. A sparkling array of guest
stars presents a widely varied program of specialties.
One big hop takes us from comedy to fantasy, chills, and thrills.
The Uninvited (Paramount, Lewis Allen) is an effective adaptation of Dorothy Macardle's psychological thriller of a few seasons

ago. Realistic settings, good acting, and Mr. Allen's fine directing combine to create an atmosphere of fear and suspense.
Once Upon a Time (M-G-M)
tells us all about the caterpillar
Curley and the boy Stinky. I
couldn't find a better word on
which to end a review of this picture.
The Canterville Ghost (M-GM) is said to be based on a fanciful tale by Oscar Wilde. Actually
very little of the original story remains in the film. It is good in
spots but too heavy-handed to be
first-class fantasy.
Twenty years ago Sutton Vane's
play, Outward Bound, was a
smash hit on Broadway. Since that
time it keeps cropping up periodically on the stage or on the
screen. Here it is again under a
new tide. In Between Two Worlds
(Warner, Edward A. Blatt) the
play has been changed somewhat
in its plot and in its philosophy;
it has been brought up to date as
to time and as to garb. The
changes are not an improvement;
the characters are coldly fictional,
and the moral and religious implications are false, comfortless,
and ugly.
Soon after The White Cliffs of
Dover (M-G-M, Clarence Brown)
had its world premiere, Caroline
Duer, a sister of the late Alice
Duer Miller, indignantly declared
that "a beautiful thing has
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been travestied, vulgarized, and
spoiled." I am in complete agreement with Miss Duer's verdict.
Mrs. Miller's fine poem, The
White Cliffs of Dover, touched

upon the differences between our
nation and the English people
with delicacy and restraint. The
film version is clumsy, trite, and
smug.
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Verse
Dear God
For all the people everywhere
Who know You not as God,
Who see green things growing
From out Your living sod,
But never kneel at eventide
Before Your loving throne,
Nor ever know at morning time
There is no need to walk alone.
Who never pause amid their work
To feel and know You're near;
Who never know You're in the clouds
Or in musical notes they hear.
Who live alone within themselves
Away from Your abiding care.
0 God of Life, for these poor ones
Hear this most sincere prayer.
-N ELLIE M. KIDD

The Knock at the Door
I lay in prison. Sin had brought me there.
The Lord Himself sought shelter in my cell.
He knocked upon the door. I heard His prayer
To let Him in. His voice rang like a bell.
I feared His cup, His word and the true bread
Of life, though I stood on the brink of hellA man despised, a wreck from whom all fled
Except the Lord. Doubt made me long repel
Him, though He called and called, implored and blessed,
And pride next forced me not to hear or see·.
But when the chill of death was at my breast
Into a rusty lock I thrust my key.
It would not turn. I had forgot the fate
Of the five virgins at the door too late!
- ALEXANDER HARVEY
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Thanksgiving
The days grow shorter and the darkness long
But in my heart the memory abides
Of days and hours when the loveliness of you,
The sparkle and the shine of sunsets and the dawn,
Come back to hallow all this loneliness
With raptures and clean ecstasy that nothing
Can remove or hurt or ever blemish.
What can make beauty, hope and faith
Into the stuff of everyday? What help
Can come from anyone but you? You
Have the heart, the strength, the courage
Of our dreams. In you the vanity
That breaks the vision of a lesser one
Is done away. Yours is the blest and kind
Simplicity that shows the touch of GodYours is the brightness and the shine
Of gold refined by tears and burnished
By the very hands that otherwise destroy.
To stand, when all around is all sereneTo hope, when everything is bright and sureTo love, when answering love is always thereThese are the easy ways of painlessness.
But, to be sure when everything is fear and loss,
To have a blessed hope when all the rest is hopelessness,
To cling to love when life storms high and fierceThat is the test of those whose heart is greatThat is the joy you bring to me and for my work.
In you, the vision and the brighter day
Have had their beauty and their best realityIn you, the graces and the gifts that I have lacked
Have been supplied in richest, fullest way.
The thanks I bring this day go deep and far.
They are expressed in work and love and helpThey move among the multitudes to bless and healThey guide, direct and give security in every lossThey make dull days shine bright as stars
And luster all the world's despair with faithful trust
And sureness of tomorrow's glory and our Father's love.
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The Most Beauteous

A large patch of green grass, covered at intervals with trees,
Tall, stately trees.
Nothing more.
Nothing more?
I wandered out, rather tired,
Not knowing-or caring-where my feet would be led.
Just outside, I saw-a clump of trees-no!
Not just a . ~'clump of trees"!
I entered and looked about me.
Trees-tall, stately, proud, guardian trees-towered over my head.
I sank down beneath a maple.
The earth was deep and soft.
Beauty filled my soul.
And with beauty came a prayer of thankfulness.
Not just thankfulness for trees and grass and sky and clouds,
But thankfulness for "beauty," the beauty with which we can be cloaked
Through faith. Simple faith.
Simple as the trees, the grass, and sky and clouds.
I saw the most beauteous picture then-more lovely than nature itself.
God is the artist.
He has taken red, the blood of His own Son, .
And covered us, even as the semi-circle of blue
Umbrellas the earth.
And yet, miraculously,
When the picture is done,
We are standing before a throne-some call it the "Throne of
Judgment"And we are white!
We are pure.
And worthy.
For all eternity.

-JAN ICE PRiEs

LETTERS
to the

EDITOR
"Gossip"-an Opinion
Sir:
It is somewhat late to be discussing
an article in the February CRESSET,
but a rather light teaching program
is enabling me to catch up on back
reading, and the article entitled "Gossip," by Herbert H. Umbach, moves
me to want to make a bit of comment.
One who is not familiar with the
story The Piece of String will get
from Prof. Umbach's summary of the
plot a picture of a harmless, upright
old man who is grievously wronged
and shortly brought to his grave by
a slanderous accusation circulated
against him by fellow townsmen and
peasants of the countryside. Now
Maupassant is fond of taking rather
an ordinary plot and giving it a
somewhat unusual or even ironical
twist in .order to make a striking and
unusual story out of it. In The Necklace he reserves this element for the
very last page, the complete statement of it for the very last sentence.
Jn The Piece of String it is woven in
a very subtle way into the whole
fabric of the story. A Norman him-

self, Maupassant is intimately acquainted with the life of the Norman
peasant, and knows his outstanding
characteristics- avarice and cunning.
In taking us into this Norman countryside he does not picture it as a
community of simple, honest folk
whose lives would immediately be
ruined by the first rumor of dishonest
dealings. He pictures them rather as
a race of very canny people, every
man constantly bent on outwitting
and taking advantage of another in
a business deal, and hence always on
his guard against others lest he be
cheated himself. The description of
the crowd at the market in Coderville is a masterly bit of character
delineation: "The peasants felt the
cows with their hands, went away,
and came back, perplexed, possessed
by the constant fear of being taken
in, not daring to make up their
minds, secretly observing the seller's
face, ceaselessly searching to discover
the cunning in the man and the defect in the animal."
While the rumor about old Hauchecorne was begun by an enemy of his
who wished him ill, there is no malice
in the attitude of the people in general toward him, in their repetition
of the thing that is being rumored.
"At the door of the town hall the old
man was surrounded, was questioned
with serious or bantering curiosity,
unmixed, however, with any anger."
When the peasants laugh, refusing to
believe his protestations of innocence,
they add with good-natured raillery:
"Shrewd old rascal, go along with
you!" The same spirit characterizes
the attitude of the whole countryside
immediately after the incident. These
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people admire a high degree of cunning, hence the second rumor that
gets about after a farm-hand has returned the purse, namely, the report
that Hauchecorne might have used
him as an accomplice, may almost be
considered a tribute to the old man's
genius. While he is almost smothered
with rage on hearing it from a tableful of fellow-diners in the village inn,
he realizes the futility of trying to
protest his innocence, for we read:
"He returned home, ashamed and
angry, choked with wrath and with
confusion, all the more crushed because he was capable, with his Norman cunning, of doing the thing of
which they were accusing him, and
even boasting of it as of a clever
trick. As he groped around in his
thought, his innocence seemed to him
impossible to prove, since his cunning was so well known."
This last passage seems to me to be
final evidence of the artist's intention in depicting the character of old
Hauchecorne. The last time I read
it with a group of college students it
recalled to my mind a shrewd observation by Thomas Mann: Wir
regen uns am meisten auf ilber Beschuldigungen, die zwar falsch sind,
aber nicht gii.nzlich. If we analyze the
passages that describe Hauchecorne's
reactions when he hears the rumors
that are being repeated about him,
we find that the emphasis is upon his
anger at not being believed,-at seeing that people refuse to take his protests seriously because all their lives
they have known him to commit similar things,-and his feeling of injured
innocence at not being able to disprove a rumor which, if it were true,

would only be of a piece with his
past actions and boasting talk, yet
happens in this instance to be a lie.
ESTHER FEDDERSEN

Shurtleff College,
Alton, Illinois.

"Gossip"-a Reply
Sir:
Thank you for showing me Miss
Esther Feddersen's very recent letter
about my essay on "Gossip" which
appeared in the February issue of
THE CRESSET.

The point under discussion in the
short story The Piece of String (which
was one of many references I used in
my essay) is a matter of interpretation. I am grateful for the extended
commentary by Miss F., but it seems
to me that she unnecessarily emphasizes expository and descriptive details in the story for character value
whereas I illustrated thereby what
Guy de Maupassant clearly intended,
namely a theme, as can be seen in the
effective story title itself.
In the matter of characterization,
neither the author nor we readers
sympathize with Maitre Hauchecorne.
Here Miss F. and I agree that De
Maupassant did not develop the integrity of this Norman peasant; rather,
his tragic trait of moral sensibility is
stressed. Incidentally, too, the author
reminds us that the result of a previous quarrel about a halter had left a
bitter memory rankling in the hearts
of both the gossiper and the gossipee:
"they had remained angry, bearing
malice on both sides." Hence, although we pity the victim of gossip,
we do not exonerate him-especially
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because he is uncommon! y alert to
rumor even after (for his own satisfaction, I should think) he has established the fact of his innocence. His
is a case reminiscent of the Player
Queen in Hamlet, of whose acting
Hamlet's mother said: "The lady protests too much, methinks."
In the matter of theme, the plight
of the individual is developed in order to show (as I do in my essay)
that so very little as a piece of insignificant string can eventually, through
gossip, kill a person. Miss F.'s statement, "his feeling of injured innocence at not being able to disprove
a rumor which, if it were true, would
only be of a piece with his past actions and boasting talk., yet happens
in this instance to be a lie," reveals
with acumen the predominant problem of all gossip. Whether the report
be true or merely partly true, whether
the thing gossiped about be actual or
only potential, the injury is inflicted
not alone on the individual thus
marked out but on mankind at large.
We mortals are readily lured into
the unwitting position of being accomplices in what has been facetiously termed character cannibalism! The
Old Adam within is responsible for
our repeating and perhaps enlarging
upon hearsay, frequently without evil
intent. Intentions notwithstanding,
the harm is done. Is it not true that
gossip begins when people feel they

have to say something, rather than
when they have something to say?
Another good observation by Miss
F., that "there is no malice in the attitude of the people in general toward him, in their repetition of the
thing that is being rumored," substantiates my thesis. It indicates the
potency of this danger, for society is
more than willing to accept at face
value what in law is, with few exceptions, inadmissible as testimony by itself. Rumors have abounded since
first they were unfounded.
Shakespeare said significantly, "a
friend should bear a friend's infirmities." William Hazlitt reflected, "a
man's reputation is not in his own
keeping, but lies at the mercy of the
profligacy of others. Calumny requires
no proof. The throwing out of malicious imputations against any character leaves a stain which no afterrefutation can wipe out. To create
an unfavorable impression, it is not
necessary that certain things should
be true, but that they have been said.
The imagination is of so delicate a
texture that even words wound it.''
Not without necessity does Luther's
explanation of the Eighth Commandment come to its climax with the caution that we should put the best construction on everything.
HERBERT H. UMBACH

Valparaiso University,
Valparaiso, Indiana.
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